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4 AL LANGUAGE. 

3  Thomafin. LOCK! Wilmot, vor 

why vor ded'ſt roily zo upon ma up 
to Cballacomb Rowl?—Ees dedent 
thenk tha had'ſt a be zich a Labb d 
tha Tongue. What a Vengance! 


gaged;—or * ſt tha took a Shord, | 
or a paddled? | 


Wilmot. 1 roily upon tha, ya 


. 9 banging, muxy 


Drawbreech? — Noa, twas thee 

- roil'ſt upon me up to Daraty FVog- 
Wills Upzitting, whan tha vung / 
(and to be hang'd to tha l) to Rab- 
hin. —'Shauld zem tha wart zeck 

. arter Me-at and Me-al.— And 20 
tha merſt, by ort es know, wey 
8 1 as gutter tha wutt whan 
tha com ſt to good Tackling.— 
But aome zed Sboor and ſboor tha 
" Hled'# bet make wiſe, to ſee nif tha 
N08 Joſy Heaff-field word come 
o zlack thy: boddrce, and whare a 
wen 'd be O vore or no, — get 
1 the old Diſyeaſe, Chun. 
Thomaſin. Hey go! What Diſ- 
ek deſt me- an, ya gurt dugged- 


Ta gurt Roile, tell ma. Tell ma, 
” * a zey, what Diſyeaſe deſt me-an ? 
Ad chell ream my Heart to tha 
Aa .avore Iſe let e ,—Chell tack 
et ou wi tha to tha true Ben, fath! 
Tel ma, a zey, what Diſyeaſe deſt 
me- an, that tha zeſt cham a troub- 
led wey? 


Milmot. Wuy: ya purting, 
3 tatchy, ſtertling, Jowering, prink- 


ing, mincing Theng, chell tell tha 
What Difyeaſe. . Is dedn't me-an 
tze Boneſhaye, ner the Heartgun, 
ner the Allernbatch that tha had'ſt 
in thy Niddick. Tes better twar; 
Vor than Oant "Aniis Moreman 
coul'd ha' bleſſed: yore, ant net 
* =D hoard d about Ne as Moathez 

ed... 


teal' d, ſwapping, rouſling Blowze? 


vou great Hoyden, tell.me. 
me, I ſay, what Diſeaſe doſt mean? 


..- mother did. 3 


ffarvardſ AN EXMOOR SCOL, ING. 


TRANSLATED. 

Thomaſfin. 
wherefore did'ſt thou rail ſo againſ} 
me at Challacomb Revel? I did 


wer't befooled, or bewitched ;—or 
had'ſt thou taken a Cup, or got. 


'fuddled ? 


Wilmot. I rail againſt thee, you 
ous lounging, unwieldy, dirty 

raggle-tail ?—No, thou rail'ſt a- 
gainſt me, at Dorothy Fogwell's 
Chriſtening - Feaſt, ' when thou 
ſtood'ſt Godmother (hang thee !) 
to Robin.—lt ſeems thou wert 
flick after Meals.—and fo thou 


migh'ſt, for aught 1 know, with . £ 


guttling ; as guttle thou wilt when 


thou comeſt to good Victuals —- 


But ſome ſaid, Truly thou did but 
counterfeit ; to try whethertbe young 


ALACK ! Wilmot, 


not think thou had'ſt been ſuch a 


 Blab.—Inthe name of Vengeance! 
wart betwatled, or wart tha bag- 


$ 


Joſeph Heathfield would come io 75 


Aacken thy Stays, and whether be 
would be anxious about thee or not. 


 —But 'twas thy old Diſeaſe, Quean. 


Tbomaſin. Heydey! What Diſ- 
eaſe doſt mean, you great draggle- 
tail'd, clumſy, rultJingSlammerkin? 


Tell 


—Egad: I'll ſplit my Lungs; be- 
fore 1 let thee reſt.—]1']] ſcold it out 
with thee to the purpoſe, faith ! 
Tell me, I ſay, what Diſeaſe doſt 


mean, that thou tay” tr m N 


wit. 

Wilmot. Why ; you conting; 
toucky,wriggling, brawling proud, 
Minx, I'lI SE thee what Diſeaſe, 


Fg 


1 did not mean the Rheumatiſm, 


nor the Hyſteries, nor the old Boils, 
that thou had'ſt in thy Neck; It 


were better ſo; for then Aunt Au- 


nis Moreman could have. made a 


Charm for it, and not have uſed fo + 


many Slops and Salves about it as 


” 3 2 4p 


— 
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ORIGINAL LANOUAGE. { 3. 
Thomajin, What Dilyedſe than, 


ya gurt Haggage? 


Wilmot. 
wart Twonty, Zæwnteen, and 
avore, tha ha 4 de' troubled wey 
the Dæul-vetch-tha. 

| Thomafin. 
chat, ya long-hanjed Meazle ? Diſt 
# hire ma? Tha call'ſt ma ſtertling 
Roil now-reert.— How dedſt thee 
ſtertlee upon the Zeſs laſt Hareſt 
Wey the young Dick V rogwull, 
Wan George Fuzz putch'd!—He 
told ma the whole Fump o' the 
> Beſneze. 
| Wilmot. O! the very Vengance 
tear tha !-—Deſt thee tell me o 
Dick Vrogwill ?—Why thee art 
iu a Ninmwatch e'ery other Torn, 
5 =_ zo be tha deſt bet zet Zeert in 
Hd Vurſdon. | 
_ bomaſin, How ! ya gurtchount- 
ning, grumbling, glumpling, zower- 
 - ® zapped, yerring Trafh ! 
_ Wilmot. Don't tell me o- glump- 
x. ing: Oll the Neigkbourhooden 


,_ - ® knowth thee to be a veaking, blaz- 


ing, tiltiſh Huſſey. 


Ibomaſin. And thee art a erewnt⸗ 


ing. querking, yeavy, dugged-yeſs, 
chockling Baggage. 
Wilmot. 
Fit zo crewnting, as thee art, a cblt- 
ing Hobdy-horſe!—Nif tha deſt 
bet go down into the Paddick, to 
ſtroak the Kee, thee wut come oll 
a gerred, and oll horry zo vurs tha 
art a vorked; ya gerred teal'd pank- 
ing, hewſtring Mea-zel !—Thee 
art lick a ſkittith Sture jeſta yooked 
Tha woulſt boſt any keendeſt 
Theng, tha are fo vore-reet, nif 
Vauther dedn't da: tha, 


4 


de a had a had tha; a toteling, 
wambling, Ys cart and. unit 
8 


„„ & bow. oo Lo ee rare 
- G : 5 
* 4 


* young George Fuse, mun, whana 


wigs e'er zince tha 


What's me-an by : 


Net zo chockling, ner 


Wilmot. Ay, and: 20 wou'd tha | 


” — >. 4 


1 TRANSLATED. 2 5 
Thomafin. What e er g 
vou great Sloven? 

Wilmot. 


Why, ever fince thou 4 


wert Twenty, ay Seventeen, and 
'before, thou haſt' been ain 2 


with the Devil-take-thee. 
Thomaſin. What's mean by that, 
you long-gutted Sow ? Doſt hear 


me ? thou called'ſt me wrigghng 3 
d - 


Hoyden juſt now. — How di 

thou wriggle upon the Mow laſt 
Harveſt with the young Dick Frog- 
well, when George Furze ſtacked 
the Hay He told me every Cir 


cumſtance of the Affair. N 
O! Vengeance take 


Wilmot. 


thee ! Doſt thou tell me of Dick 


Frogwell ?-—Why, thou art in a 
Fool's Anxiety every now and then 
if thou _ by” get a Sight 1 
Harry Fu | 

Thom . 15 


you great 


taunting, fn, How! ſulky,” crab | 


bed, yelling Slut! 
Wilmot. 
lenneſs: All the Neighbourhood” 
knows thee, to be a fretful, back- 
biting, teſty Huſſy. 


ing, broken-winded, heavy, drag- - 
gled-tail, hectoring Ba 
Wilmot. Not id he 
yet ſo grunting, as thou art, a 
romping. Hobby-horſe ! —If chou 
doſt but go d6wn into the Park, to 


Milk the Cows, thou will come 


home all bemired, and all dawbed, 


Don't tell me of Sul⸗ 


as high as thou art forked; you - 


dirtytail'd, panting, wheezing Sow! . 
Thou art like a giddy Steer 
Juſt yoked. Thou wouldſt break - 
every Sort of Utenſil, thou art ſo 


. heedlefs, if ne did mt check 
8 £8 thee, 
Tbomqſin. Ay, ay! Kefter More- 


man wou'd ha be hove up, nif 20 


Thomaſin. Ay. ay! Ch Ber. 
M, og would have 8 
off, if he had had tie; a loitering. 
ling Hopping, fickly Idler. 11 5 

Milmot. Ay; and ſ would the 
.young George Furfe, Woman, When 


Tbomaſin. And thou art. grunt- 4 


F 
oring, nor 


2 


_ 
> —< as 


- 


© - ORIGINAL LANGUAGE. ( 4 ) © TRANSLATED. . 
had a had a rubbacrock; rouze-a- he had got a fluttiſh, reſilets, ſphay- If 
bout, platvoated, zidlemouth'd footed, wrymouthed Slattern.—— $ 
Swaſhbucket.—Pitha deſt thenk Prithee, doſt think any thing will 
enny Theng will e'er vittee or go well or proſper with ſuch a red- } 
ooddee wey zich a whatnozed, noſed, haggle tooth'd, bare-faced, | 
2B Faggle-tooth'd, ſtare-baſon, timer- headſtrong, quarrelſome, goggle- 
ſome, ny, wapper ee d Theng as eyed Thing as thou art? J 
*thee art? | 3 | | | 
 Thomaſin. Deſi hire ma? ON Thomaſin. Doſt hear me? All 
te Crime o' the Country goth, the Report of the Country is, that 
tat whan tha livſt up to tha Cot, when thou lived'ſt up at the Cot- t 
tha wert the Old Rager Hill's Un- tage, thou wert the Old Roger Hill's FH 
der Bed-blonket. And more an Bed Blanket. And moreover, that 
zo, that tha wart a chittering, ra- thou wert a tattling, backbiting, t 
ving, racing, boa zom- chuck d rig- ſcandalizing, blubber - cheeked, 
ging, lonching, haggaging Moil. wanton, ſtraddling, flovenly Mule. 
_ Wilmot, How! ya-confunded Vilmot. How ! you confounded } 
Trapes! tell me enny more o' Trapes! Tell me any more of be- )þ 
Rager Hill's Bed-blonket, ad! ing Roger Hill's Bed-Blanket, egadd 
chell pull the Poll o tha; chell Yi pull-thy Poll; I'll threſh thee,  . 
pflim tha, chell vulch tha. Looks III thump thee. D'yeſee,—Roger |: 
„kee, - Rager Hill es as honeſt a Hill is as honeft a Man as any in 
Man as enny in Challacomb;—no 'Challacomb ; and no Diſparage- 
_*_ Diſpreiſe, ; ment to any by the Compariſon. 
+ Thomafin, And do thee tell me Thomagſin. And do thou tell me yy 
0 ſtertling upon the Zeſkz, whan of wriggling upon the Mow, when 
© » George Vuxz putch'd, chell gi tha George Furze pitched, 1'll give the: 
2 Lick.—chell lay tha over the a Stroke; —I'Il belay thee over the 
- Years wey the Vire-Tangs. Ad! Ears with the Fire-Tongs. Egad! ® 
cChell ting tha. Thy buzzom Tl tingle thee. Thy blowzy Cheeks 7 
Chucks were pretty vittee avore were pretty healthy before thou 
tha mad'ſt thyzel therle, and thy mts thyſelf lank, and thy Fleſh * 
Vleſh ol wangery,. and thy Skin all flabby, thy Skin all wrinkled; 
dll viagged, with nort bet Agging, with nothing but Snarlivg, and 
and Veaking, and Tiltiſhnels. - Fretting, and Teſtineſs. Soo 
_ Wilmot. Bed-blonket akether! Wilmot. Bed-Blanket quoth her! 
Ha! zey zich a Word more chell Ha! ſay ſuch a Word again, I'll 
cotton thy Waiſtecoat. Chell thong cotton thy Waiſtcoat. I'll flog thee, 
tha, cuell gi tha zich a Strat in tha I'll give thee ſuch a Slap iu the 
Chups, ya Grizzledemundy. Face, you ſneering Fool. | 
___ - Thomaſin, Mea Strat in the Thomgſin. Me a Slap in the 
Chups? Deſt hire ma? Gome a- Face? Doſt hear me? Come near 
neeſt me, chell pummel tha, chell me, I'll box thee, 111 ſag thee, l' 
. __vag tha, lace thn  - lace thee. . | 
_ Wilmot. Thee lace ma? Chem "Wamot. Thou lace me? Fm 
» © 2 laced well-a-fine aready.—Zey laced well enough already.—Say 
wone Word. more, and chell breſh one Word more, and I'll bruſh thee, 
tha, chell tan tha, chell make thy I'll tan thee, I'll threſh the Duſt 
Boddize pilmee. „„ ihr pngn Tt; 
_— _ Thamgjn:  -How'a Man a zed! Thomafin. How a manly Threat 
Make my Boddize pilmee ? Ad! indeed! Threſn the - Duſt 


— 


—22ͤä*ä — — — — — 


9 


© ORIGINAL LANGUAGE ( )  - TRANSLATED. 


ay- Mf-c'er tha ſqueakelt wone Word out of my Stays! Egad! if ever 
— nore o' tha Bed -blonket, cheil theu ſqueakeſt one Word, more of 
will rim tha, chell crown tha, chell the Bed-blanket, I'll trim thee, II 
ed- pump tha. 25 break thy Head, I'll thump thee. 
ed, I Wilmot. Why dedſt thee, than, Wilmot. Why did'ſt thou tell 
zle- tell me o the Z ess, or it of the 


me of the Mow, or yet of the Hay- 
ſtack, as thou did'fiawhile fince ? 
I' drub thee, I'll ſcrub thy ſcabbed 
| A--e for thee. - 2 I 
Thomafin. Aud why deſt thee, - Thomagſin.. And why did'ſt thou, 


ay-pook, as tha dedſt whileer ? 
—Chell drub tha, chell curry thy 
ſcabbed Yeſs var tha, 


ot= |Sthan, tell me 'Iſterday o' loſing my then, tell me yeſterday of loſing 
{I's FRewden Hat in the Rex-Buſh, out my Straw Hat in the Ruſhes, when 
hat Fa whorting? And more an zo, out gathering of Whorts? And 
ng, that the young Tom Yuzz ſhou'd moreover, that the young Tom 
hg leave his Cod-Glove !—Ad! zey © Furze ſhould leave his Hedging- 
ule, 


Za Word more o' the young Tom 
Vuxx, chell baſte tha, chell ſtram 
tha, chell draſh tha ;—chell make 
thy Kepp hoppee, wi' tay YVlanders 
Lace upon't. 0 
= Wilmot. Vlanders Lace! What's 
me- an by that, ha-ah? Tell me 
- XX enny more o /landers Lace, chell 
= make thy Vead addle. Chell up 
& wi ma Veeſt, and gi' tha a Whiſ- and give thee a Box on the Ear, and 
terpoop, and zitch a a Zwop as ſhall ſuch a Bounce as ſhall make thee 
make tha veel ma, looks zee feel me, mark my Word! 
* Thomajin. Gi me a Zwop?— Thomaſin. Give me # Bounce? 
Ad! chell gi' tha Wherret, or a Egad! I'll give thee a Box on the 
Slat in tha Chups,—or up wi' thy Ear, or a Slap in the Chaps, or up 
dugged Coats, and tack tha grea- ſy with thy draggled Coats, and flap 
& Yels o' tha, wy the greaſy Ae of the. 
Wilmot. Thee tack me, ya un- Witmot. Thou flap 2 
unweildy, ill- nat ured, nly 


Glove ?—Egad ! ſay one Word 
more of the young Tom. Furze, I'll 
ſtram thee, I'll threlh thee I' 
make thy Cap hop, with thy Flan- 
ders Lace upon it. N 
Mimot. Flanders Lace !. What 
doſt mean by that? Tell me again 
of Flanders Lace, . I'll make thy 
Head addle. III up with my Fiſt, 


22 


1 lifty, ill-hearty, un-tidy Mea-zle? | 
— Andra would ha' had a trub in Sow ?—Andrew would have had a 


! F tha,nif Vauther hadent a Strat the Trull in thee, if Father had not 
Il &#- Match. HELP proke off the Match, © © | 
lee, I bomaſin. How Dem! a Traub? Thomaſin. How, you Slut! a 
the } —Go, ye rearing, ſnapping, tedi- Trull ?—Go,. you mocking, ſnap- 

# ous, cutted Snibblenoſe !—Th'art ping, tedious miſerly Sniveller !— 
the olways a vuſtled up in an old Jump, Thou art always wrapped up in an 
ear } or a Whittle, or an old Seggard, old Pair of Stays, or a Cloak, or an 
I'll avore zitch Times as Neckle Halſe old Safeguard, till ſuch Times aa 

* comath about :—Than tha wut Nicholas Halfe comes about:--Then 
'm prinkee.— Thee haſt a let the Kee thou wilt prink.— Thou haſt let 
ay go zoo vor Want o'ſtrocking. It the Cows go dry for want of milk+ + 
ee, & Aa vore oll th'art an abomination ing. Yet, nevertheleſs, thou art a 
uſt Pinchvart vor thy own Eends.—— curſed Niggard for thy own En s. 

3 T6 Ys ay! Shoort, Wilmot, ſhoort! -Ay, ay, Work, Witmot, work! 
eat! —zwer thy Torn, or elſe tha tedſt —Twirl thy Spinning-Furn, or 
uſt 


net carry whome thy Pad, and 


8 


elſe thou wilt not carry home thy 


: : I 
=. 
: . ® 
— * = 
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ORIGINAL, LANCUAGE. I TRanSLATED." 5 
1 | meet Neckle Halſe by tha wey — * Bag ES Nicholas Halſe 57 
| He'll meet tha in the Vuzzy-Pack the Way.—He'll meet thee in the 
Coander by Cockleert, or avore Furzy-Park Corner by Twilight, | : 
- - chellwarndy. - - or before, I'll. warrant ye. ** 
Wilmot. Tell ma wohe Word  Wilntot., Tell me one Word * 
more, o. Neckle Halſe, chell ſkull more of Nicholas Halſe, 1'll ſcold 
tha, tha haſſent a be a ſkull'&zo vor thee, thou haſt not been fo ſcolded h 
wone while, Ya gurt Fuſtilugs! for a long while. .You great raw- In. 
The old Mag Dawkins es bet a bon'd Creature ! Old Margery ' 
| - Huckmuc to tha. Zet tha about Dawkins is but a Dwarf to thee, N. 
ort, why, tha deſt Thengs vore- Set thee about any Thing, why © 
5 and-back, a cat-hamm'd, a vore- thou doſt it aukwardl „„ fumblüngly. 0 
reert, aud vramp-ſhapen, like a headſtrongly and cluinſily like a a 
Totle. Fool. A 
- * Thomaſin. How ! vilong-hang- _ Thomaſin. How ! you long- 
ed Trapes © ! Ya blow-maunger gutted Trollop! You over-fed- 
Baarge! Thee wut coal-varty a- Hog! Thou wilt warm the Bed 
bed avore be voor days. Th'art with f---ing before Daybreak. * 
ſo deeve as a Haddick in chongy Thou art as deaf as a Haddock in 
Weather. Or whan tes avrore changeable Weather. Or when 
or a ſcratcht the le-aſt Theng out, tis froſty, or the leaſt Ice appears, 
or whan it ſnewth, or blunketh, or or when it ſnows, or fleets, or 
doveth, or in ſeatty Weather, or thaws, or in ſhowery Weather, or 
in a tingling Vroſt, than th'art in a ſharp Froſt, then thou art ſhort- 
1 theckliſted, and ba- bang d to tha. breathed, hang thee ! 
Wilmot. And thee art a lams 4 ; Wilmot. And thou art mel * 
in wone © thy Yearms, and caſſent in one Arm, and canſt not ſee a Ray 
4 ow a ſheen in thy Reert Ee. of Light in thy Right Eye. | 
MM _ Thomaſin. Rex buſh \—Fath ! Tbomaſin. Ruſhes ! Faith! 
18 tell me o tha Rex buſh, ye techee- tell me the Ruſhes you tittering 2 
ing Pixy !—Es marl whoſe more Elf !—I wonder who is more for 
vor RiggingorRomping, Steehop- Wantoning or Romping,Capering, 
ping, Ragrowtering, Giggleting or Clothes-rumpling, Giggleting, or 
N Cowling than thee art thyzel. Gamboling, than thou art thyſelf. 
| —Pitha, dift'nt remember whan —Prithee, doſt not remember wien 
tha com'ſt over the Clam wil the thou comeſt acroſs the narrow 
old Hugh Hqeſegood, whon tha Plank Bridge, with the old Hugh 
_ Wamter was by Stave, how tha Hoſegood, when the Water was as 
velſt in and the old Hugb. drade high as the Board, how thou tum- 
© thee out by tha vorked Fend, wi bledſt in, and the old Hugh drew 
thy dugged Clathers up zo vur as thee out by the Legs, with thy 
thy Na'el, whan tha wart fürs dirty Clothes as high as thy Navel, 
| . 75 when thou wert almoſt drowned. 
WMilmot. Lock! deſt ne Vilmot. Lack-a-day !_ daſt 
or tell doil?—Pitha tell reaznable, ſpeak deliriouſly, or talk wildly ? 
or hold thy 9 ya gurt Prithee talk reaſonably, or hold thy 
e 8 e you _ pag | 
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| >BOUT THE SECOND. | | 
ORIGINAL LANGUAGE.” _ TRANSLATED. . -* 
Wilmot. DIS T hire ma, Dem! Wilmot. DOST here me, Sſut ? 
hell ha tether Vinny wi' tha— I'm have t'other Set- to with thee.— 
ha told'ſt ma now-reert, or a Thou toldſt me guſt now, or a ſhort 
Whilere, of Rigging and Rumping, Time fince, of Wantoning and 


5 ; Weebopping and Ragrowtering, Romping, Capering, Clothes-rum- 


Piggleting, Gomboyling. What's pling, Giggleting and Gamboling. 
e-an by thate ? But thee, thee What doſtmean by that? But thou, 


Fut ruckee up, and ſquattee, and thou wilt crouch, and quat, and 
Pattee in the Chimly oander lick ſlumber in the Chimney Corner, 


Axwaddle; and wi' the zame like an Aſhes-raker ; and forthwith 


, t a wut rakee up, and gookee, and thou wilt rouſe, and ſtretch, and 


ell doil, tell dil-drams and Buck- yawn, and ſtrangly tell out-of- the- 


6 "cham Jenkins.—Ay, ay, poor way Stories, and the Tale about 
idra Vurſdon wud ha” had a rig- Jenkins of Buckingham. —Ay, av, 
4 utton Rumpſtall in tha, nif tad poor Andrew Furſdon would have 
et ha' be* ſtrat. A wud ha' had a had a wanton Harlot in thee, if the 


Joad, riggelting, parbeaking, pip- Match had not been broken. He 


wg Body i in tha; olwey woneGlam would have had a coughing, rittl- 


drnether. And more an zo, there's ing, belching, wheezing Perſon in 


So Direct to hot tha tell'ſt. Tha thee ; always one Ailmentor other. 


wut feb-et heartily. Na, tha wut And moreover there's no down= * 
e a Rope up-reert, Chad moſt right Truth in what thou ſayeſt. 
borſt my Guts wi' laughing, Thou wilt fib it heartily, Nay, 


£ Fhan' s zeed tha whilere trapeſee thou wilt lie a Rope upright.“ 1 


zum from tha Yeoanna Lock, thy had almoſt burſt my Sides with 
Shoes oll beſh--t, thy Hozen muxy laughing, when I faw thee a little 
bp zo vurs thy Gammerels to tha while ſince draggle home from the. 
ry Huckſheens o' tha, thy Gore Sheep-Pen, thy Shoes all beſh--t, | 
oat oll a girred, thy Head Clath- thy Stockings iniry above thy 


Ing oll a fouſt, thy Waiſtcoat oll Ancles to thy very Hams, Petti- 
Mmorry, and thy Pancrock a kiver'd coat all dirty, thy Head-clothes all 


1 Brifs and Buttons. ſoiled, thy Jacket all bedawbed, 
1 and the Earthen Pan covered with | 
Duſt and Sheep- Dung. 
Thomaſin. Why thare 20! Bet Tbomaſin. Well be it ſv! But 


diſt net thee thenk, ya long-hanged doſt not thou think, you long: gut- 
Trapes, that tha young 70% Yeaf- ted Trollop, that the, young 
field wud' ha' be” plaſad, when ha Foſeph Heathfield would have been 
had zitch a crewdling Theng as pleaſed, when he had ſuch a fickiy 


$ thee art? Eart Junging, ear luat Thing as thou art. Now loung- 
ting upon thy tether Zey ing, then quatting on thy Bum. 


To lie a Rope right contains a Pun on the Word Lie, and means the telling ſuch a Lie 
as implies a Contradiction in itſelf; or what is as impoſſible to be true, as for A Rope which 2 
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+ > ORIGINAL LANGUAGE. (. ) 
bort to tna, why tha wut twitch up, 
thy Teal, and drow up thy Noaze, 


ani] take Ow] o', or take Pip o'. 
Nif won zey the le-aſt Theng out, 
tha wat purtee a Zennet arter. 

- Firmot., How, Huſſey ! pa con- 
funded Traſh! Diſt remember 
whan tha wentt out in tha Vuzzy- 

Park, in tha Deſk o tha Yeaveling, 
Juſt in the Dimmet, i' tha young 
Humębrey Hoſegood, - and how a 
mulled and ſoulcd about tba? Ba 

bad tha zet down ;—and tha zee ſt 

tha wudſt net, nif ha dedent blow 
tha down. Zo ha blow'd, and 
down tha valſt. Who ſhud be bard 
by (vor *twas in tha Dimmet) ber 
tha Square's Bealy,—and voreway 
ha cry*d out that o Windvall's be- 

' longed to bis Meaßer. Wi tha 

zame, tha ſpletteit way down 
tha Pennet, hilter kilter—as if tha 

Dow) had ha' be* in tha Heels of 
' Thomaſin. O the Dou! ſpler 

tha who told theckee Strammer ? 

_ Wilmot. Why, twas thee thy 
own zel up to ſtooling o“ Terra's, 


Tpbomaſin. Oh ! a Plague con- 
found tha? deft tha thenk ees ded 


4 5 tell't to tha to ha? et a drode yore 


"agen? Well, tes well a fine, —Es 
©, can drow vore worſe Spalls than 
thet to thee: — Ad es cud rep 
tha up. | | 


Wilmot. What, a Dowl, and be 


harg's to tha, canſt tha drow vore 
tome? 


- . Thomaſfin. How many Times 


have es hoard and zeed tha pound 


Sarin, tomakeMetcens & Leckers, 


and Caucheries, and Zlotters.— 
Tes good to know vor why vore, 
Wilmot. Oh! a Plague rat tha! 
Ya mulligurub Gurgin! ya ſhug 
| Meazle!—Th'a:t good vor nort 
bet a Gapes-neſt. A guttering 
bawehamouth Theng! Whan tha 
com'ſt to good Tackling, thee wut 
poochee, and hawchee, and ſcrum- 


— 


up thy Tail, and toſs up thy Noſe, 


Bailiff; and forthwith he er ied ant 


on Shelves to dry. A 


"TRANSLATED. — 
Say aught to thee, thou wilt twitch WF 


and take all ill, or march of If 
one ſay. the leaſt Word amiſs, thou 
wilt pout a Week after. 

Wilmot. How, Huſſey ! you 
confounded Train! Doſt remem- 
ber when thou wenteſt out in the 
Furzy-Paik, in the Duſk of the 
Evening, juſt before dark, with tbe 
e ee eee ; & hoõW 
© hogged and grappled about 
thee ? He bade thee fit down; and 
thou ſaid'ſt thou wouldſſ not, if be 
did not blow thee down. So he 
blew, and down. thou falled'|t, [ 


: 


w.04 \ Wd - 


—r "x. 


Who ſhould be near, (for it was 
juiÞ at Dusk) but the Squire" 00 
that al! Wiudfalls belonged to bis 
Mafer. With the ſame thou ſtrid-. 
elt away—down the Pens—helter © 
skelter--as if the Devil bad been 
in the Heels of thee, WE 5» 
Thomajin. O! the Devil ſplit 7 
thee ! who told thee that Bouncer? 
 Wiimot, Why, 'twas thou thy- 8 
ſelf, when we were, placing Turf? 


{ 
| 
7 


Thomaſin O! a Plague con- 
found thee ! doſt think. I told it to 
thee to have it thrown out again? 
Well, *tis all right.--I can throw\F 
out worſe Reproaches than that 
againſt thee ;—Egad! I could rip 
thee up. 1 EY v F 

Wilmot. What, the Devil, 
(hang thee !) canſt thou throw out 
to me? FR. „ 
Thomafin. How often have 1 
heard, and ſeen thee, pound Savin, © 
to make Midicines, and Liquors, 2 
and Mixtures, and Slops,—'Tis 
ceaſe to gueſs the Reaſon, __ 

Wilmot, O! Plague rot thee! 
—You  ſulky Mealgrub ! you 
ſelfiſh Hog !—Thou art good for, 


nothing bat to be flared vp. A 


guttling wide-mouthed Thing ! 
When thou comeſt to good V iQtuale 


thou wilt ſtuff thy Mouth, and 


ORIGINAL LANGUACE  (/ 


vitch MPpee; tha wut not ivok vor Lathing, 
Noſe, hell warndy; and nif et be Lok. 
Ik olly, tha wut flop et all up. 
thou? 3 f 1 int | 

- & Thomafin. How a Man a zed! 


vou How dedſt thee poochee and haw- 
nem. chee, and ſcrumpee, whian: tha, 
the young Zaunder Furſdon and thee 
f the mey d up all tha Neert a roaſting o 
h the Taties? pritch tha vor me- Why, 
how than tha wut be a prilled, or a mug- 
bout &gard, a Zenaet outreert; and more 

and an zo, thee wut rowcaſt, nit it be 
if he thy own Vauther. Nif tha beeſt 
o he 
d'it, or ort, to tha Voaken, whare they 
was be ſhooling o' Beat, haudbeating 
ire's dor angle-bowing, nif tha com ſt 
ont Mathert Rager Hoſegood, tha wut 
> bis lackee an overwhile avore tha 
iride com ſt, and ma be net trapeſee hum 


elter avore tha Deſk of the Yeavling, ya. 
been blowmaunger Ba-arge! Oll vor 


palching about to hire Lees to vine- 


ſplit dra Voaks. Whan tha goaſt to 
cer? tha melking of tha Kee, in tha 
thy- Vuzzy Park, thee wut come gll a 


urfs 7 
And thy Whittle oll beſh--. Tha 


zend to Vield wi tha Drenking, 


ber, and ſcranch thou wilt vob _ 
look fur Invitation, I warrant theez 


and if it de Spoon Meat thou wild 


gulp it all up, 8 965 
_ Thomafin. How manfully ſaid! 
How didſt thou ſtuff, and flabbes 
and ſcranch. when the young Ms 
lexander Furſdon and thou 1 
all Night roaſting Potatoes! Puni 

thserſ0e e then thou wilt 
be fretting and ſulky for à Ween 
outright ; and moreover, thou 


beſpatter the Character of thy own - 


Father. If thou art ſent to-Fiel 


with the Liquor, or auy thing, for 


the Work-Folks, where thy are 
ſhoveling of Peat,  clod-breaki 

or angle-bowing,+ if thou eom 
athwart Roger Hoſegood, thou wil 
be wanting a long time before thoſi 
returneſt, and perhaps not trapes 
home till the Duſk of the Eveni 3 
you blubber«cheeked Hog ! All im 
loitering about to hear Lies to in- 
ſinuate Scandel againſt Folks. 
When thou goeſt to milk the Cows 


in the Furzy-Park, tou wilt come 


all draggled, and thy Shoes" all 
muddy, and thy Cloak all bæſh . 


con- wut let tha Cream Chorn be oll Thou wilt iet the Oream- churn be 
it to horry, and let the Melk be buckard all mouldy, and let the Milk grow 
in in buldering Weather. ſour in Thunder Weather. 
row. $, Wilmot. Tell me o' Rager Hoft- © Wilmot. Tell me of Roger Hyſe+ 


that | 
rip # —Ay, ay, es marl hot 2 
| gane tha young Zaunder * 
wud ha had to > wi“ tha. Vor 


vil, 

8 why? Tha has no Stroil ner Doci- 

, - no Vittineſs in anny keendeſt 

e I © Theng,—Tha cortſt tha natted V eo 

vin, now-reert, or be leetle rather, lap- 

ore, Ing o'er the Yoanna Loch: (Chell 

Tis © tell Vauther o't zo zo0n es ha com- 
- XZ 8th hum vrom Angle-bowing, 

ce! don't queſſon't) Hot ded tha Yeo 

for | 

A 

8106 

ale & + 


and 


good. chell make tha Kep 3 


Tals in the Su {os in 2 gens Ha where ty 


B 


good, Ill make thy Cap hop.-Ay, 
ay, I wander what, in the Name 
of Vengeance, the young Alexander 
Furfdon, would have done withithee 
if be had had thee. For why? 
Thau haſt no Activity norDecility 
in any Sort of Bufineſs Thon 


cayghteſt the bornlefs Ewe juft 


leaping orer the Sheep-Pen, (HI 
tell Father of it as ſoon as he cams 
home fm Angle-howing, don't 


are kept, 


- 


. ORIGINAL 'LANGURGE. 


tro ) 


"6: whantha- had'ſt.acorten by tha Hſpute 3 it. ) What did _— Ewe 


beend Legs o'en—(bet vurſt ha 
button d;: tes a; Marl tad net a 
valled into tha Pancrock, as uzeth 
ta dd); but thof ha ded viggee, 
and'patee, and trowſee, and tervee 
and louſtree, and ſpudlee, and wrig - 
gled, and pawed, and wraxled. and 
twined, and rattled, and teared, vig 
Vis, vig. vig, yeet rather than tha 

wudſt ha enny more Champ. and 
| Hoſtler, and Tanbaſt wi' en, tha 
tokſt en, and deſt e e oſt tha 
een en. 

*/:Thomafin. - And if. tha deſt 
pick Prates upon me, and tell Vau- 
ther o, chell tell a fweet Rabble- 
rote upon | thee, looks zee. Vor 
ken tha ſhudſt be about tha 
Veavling's Chuers, tha wu: ſpu- 
lee out the Yewmors, and ſcreedle 
over mun: And more and zo, tha 
Wut roily eart upon wone, and 
-eart upon another, zet Voaks to 
bate, lick a gurt —— as tha art: 
and then Getfer Sberwill he 
muſt quaiify't agen. When tha 

— a „tha deſent caree who 
TwWos a ways thy 

Vs ze and chem ageſt tha wut 20 
— — old Ou haſt tha 
very Daps ot Nees 5 1 
F e _; 85 F 


_ Imot... Why,” ya. 3 Roil, . 
Chant 20 bad's thee. Tha wut ha 


2 Hy to enny Keſſen Soul. Than 
tha wut chocklee, and bannee, and 
| *Þlazee, aud roundſhave enny hody 
:that deth bet zey Ay to tha. Tha: 
wudſt buy tha Cot up to Ton ra- 
ther than thy Live, but tha haſſent 
tha whareway; and tha wudſt 
' *kifs tha Veſs of George Haſegood 

to- ha em GY W Why 
or Ay.” 


* 65 böte. Howl! ya 
4 by” ee Gurgin? 


thou 


Wilmot. AN thee art A Jong Wilmot. Aud * art a long 


/ / 


do, when thou hadſt caught it by 
the hind Legs. (but firſt it dupged 
ts a wonder it had not fallen into 
the Earthen Pan as it uſed to do); 
but tho' he did ſcrape, and kick; 
and toſs, and ſtruggle, and- buſilez 
and ſpuddie, and wriggled, and 
pawed; and wreſtled, and rattled, 
and tore, vig vig, vig, vig, yet ra- 
ther than thou wouldſt. have On 
more Scuffle, and Huſtle, & Str 
gle with it, thoutookeſt it, and di 
wilfully break the Neck of it. 

Tbomaſin. And if thou doſt 
pick Prates upon me, and tell Fa- 


ther of it, I'll tell a ſweet Rabble - 


rote upon thee, mark me. For 
when thou ſhouldſt be oaks thy 
Evening Employments, thou wilt 


ſpuddle out the Embers, and hud- 


dle over them: And moreover, thou 
wilt rail now againſt one, and then 


againſt another, ſet Folks to quarreſ 


like a great Swine as thou art; ; 
And then Gaffer [Grandfather] + 
Roger Sherwell he muſt make a 


Recanelliation. 
ſet agog, thou doſt not care whom 


When thou art 


thou ſcoldeſt: Twas always thy 


Cuſtom; and l'm afraid thou wilt ; 
continue fo till Death. Thou haſt 
the very Actions of thy ont A 


- Sybilla Moremanto a Tittle. 
Witmot.: ' Why; vou gre 


reat 


Rump, I am not as bad as thou. 
Thou wilt call after any Chriſtian 


Soul. Then thou wilt hector, and 


abuſe, and defame, and reproach 


any.one that doth but ſay Ay to 


thee. Thou haſt a gieat Wiſh 


to buy the Cottage up at the Fown 


as thou haſt to live, but thou haſt ; | 


not the Means; and thou wouldſt 
kiſs the Backſide of the Young 
George 
aft not t Fortune enough. 

Woman. How 
ſulkv Mealgrub ? | 


egood to have him, but . 


you great | 


e 
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vlow-monger Baa 


vor 


telling me o' Neckle Hulſe, and tha 
. B s Bealy, and the els. 


$-- . Thomafin, 


And thee art a con- 
founded Fraſh vor: telling me of an 


Under Bed-Blonket, and o. pound- 
ing Savin, and making Caucheries 
and Slotters wi't. 


gle, Chun, pritch tha! vor anether 
5 


Frick. Chad et in my Meend and 
20 chave ſtill. But chawnt drow 
et out bevore — — agen, and 


3 _ chell. 


Milmot. Heigo! Mrs. Hi-go- 


| ſhit A Beagle? And hot art thee ? 
Tha wut drow, and hen, aud flat, 
lat tha Podgers, flat tha Crock, 
flat tha Keeve and Jibb, boſt tha 
Cloam. 

eiery earthly Thing in tha Houz, 
Abfleutly tha art bygaged. Ay, 
el ay, Ont Magery was Death tha 


Tha haſt a moſt a ſtinned 


near vor tha; Her moort ha' vet 
et, nif zo: be tha had net let her 
do up and down 20 ort, 


* 
— 12 


| Thomafin.”: Why there low ! 
Bygaged ! And hot dedſt thee do 
bet jeſt, now-reert? I ha-. henſt a- 


I long thy Torn, tha wud'ſt ha borſt 


en to Sdbivers, nif chad net a vung 


en, andpung'den back agen. Than 
tha wut ſnappy, and than tha wut 


an ̃ dne, and than tha wut bloggy- 


. thee art;—tha deſt net 
thy Praers. . bet wut ſtram mee, 


Wilmot: Aa hot art thee? A ' 


broekingMungrel, a ſkulking Mea- 


zel! And yet a vore oll good for 


nort bet ſcollee, avore tha art a hoaz - 
ed that tha caſt ſcarce yeppy. Petha 


deft thenk enny Thing will goodee 
or vittee wid enny zitch 


and fibbee, and blazee, and bannee: 


And more an zo, wah: ONO my 


x 
9 Ea "I 


++ 7 
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n 


Tha art a Bea 


a Trub es 
ree to zey 


gutted babes beste fl Hog, pr He 
telling me of Nicholas  H4{/e, and. 
as Squire's Bailiff, and the. hang | 
OW«: - 5-14 2 
Thomaſin.. And thom art a : 
ſed good-for-nothing Creature 2 
telling me of an Under Beck Blas. 
ket, and of dana! e 
making Mixtures and Slops w 
it. Thou art a noiſy B-tcb?. . | 
torture thee for another Trick. 1 
had it in my Mind, and ſo I have. 
ſtill. - But I ſhall not reproach thee. 
with it before thou beginneſt again, 


and then I will: 


Wilmot. Heyday | Mrs Arro ent 
A noiſy B- ich? And what art thou? 
Thou wilt throw, and fling, & daſh, 
daſh the Porringers, daſh the Ket- 
tle, daſh the Tub and the Stiller, 
break the Earthen Ware. Thou 
haſt almoſt deſtroyed every earthen 
Utenſil in the Houſe. .. Abſolutely. 
thou art bewitched. Ay; ay, Aunt 

Margery was haſtened out of the 
World by thee. She miglit have 
recovered from her Illneſs, if thou 


hadſt not been idle, and ſuffered 
ber to totter about ſo often, 


 Thomafin. - Why, remark. that 
Bewitched 1 And what. did, thou 
but juſt. now? Thou flungeſt alon 
thy Spinning-Turn, thou 0 
have broken it in Pieces, it Thad 
not caught it, and puſhed it back 
again. Then thou wilt ſnarl, and 


then thou wilt wheedle,. and dba | 


thou wilt ſulk. 

Wilmot.” And A art ben 
An unruly Jade, a ſkulking Swinel. 
And nevertheleſs, good for nothi 
but ſcolding till thou art ſo — 
that thou canſt ſcarce yelp. Prithes 
doſt think anything will proſper or 
go well with any ſuch. Wretch as 
thou art Thou doſt not 2 to; 
ſay thy Prayers. —hut- wilt lie, 


aud fſib, and ſcandalize, and defame:. 


© ag heh Walk romp angavan- 


x, e 206 coe 


er 


. 
ferubbing, 3 and rittling 


2 


thberway twel get elo 


Mad Hue, Chun, nif tha def- 
| ſent buy tha a new Whittle, - | 


| omnwer Bog 


== 


"Om 


wi” enny Tra Weer. that 
| athert tha. And whan tha 
vey mun, tis bet whilſt tha art 

gurt Hap: tha 


— wy 


wickee well u fine. Tes a Mar} 


. if Cer tin comſt to Hewn only to 


men, zenee tha ne er veſt men, 
It Ward, but when tha art Ralf 
, haif<doey, or ſerubbing of 
| _ whan tha art a 
urt Lollipot! 


——Tha to a Gente to ſtile 


un Dreffing. Vor why, et 
pet arter tha, ether avtlebeer 
liek tha Doorns of a Door, or wo- 
or a Wee- 
wow, or oll a pugkeri Thu 

twos ſqueiſtring at | whot 
while et. Ad! tha wut be micikted 
and a fireved wi' tha Cold vore 


1 Mrz: 
1 thee art g 
hi wat hot rom 
i Ganticbone o thy tether Zend 
We? chnering, chell warndy-; tha 
take et 20 Wann ya 
Troant! 
N Heigo !- ſauntering Tre- 
ant than! Vor! why vor deft tell 


nk avore 


t kneelee,—thofthacaft 


Lubber. Thon ha 


7 x” n E 3 75 * 
tor! with any Clown that . 
attrrart three. And when thou doſt 


ſay them, it is only when thou art 


ſcratching, 


and coughing, and 
wheegzi 


ng in Bed. And, if dy great 


Marra- Chance thou: doſt lay them at all, 
thy Marrowbones ſhall not knee}, 


—though-thou-canſt crouch 1ery 
well. Tis a Wonder 0 erer a — 
ſt to Heaven for fa 
ra vers, fince thou never Exel 
them, I'll warfant, but when — 
art half-aſteep, half - drowiy, or 
ſcrubbing thy ſcabbed A- e, when 
thou art f--ting abed, you great 


Senſe to iron thine own Linen. 


For it will fet juſt like 'thine own 


Perfon, either in Angles like the 


Door: Tops, or otherwite it will tet 


fanting or zig-eag, cr all puckere 
Thon laid ft it was ſultry and 

zuſt now. Egad! thou wilt be 
nuinbed and ſtiffeued with the Cold 


- before St. Andrew's Tide, Queaw, | 


If than doſt not buy a new Cloak. 

Thomagfin. Why, you ” great 
0d ſtainmering Bag gage 2 art 
good for nothing. Thou wilt not 
overſtrain thyſelf with hard Work, 
FN warrant, thou wilt not take it 


in hand fo rea loiteri 
Idler! 2 85 N 05 


| e- _He 
Idler! 


+ Joitering 


Hey-pook, and tha Zefs. rich, and the Mow #- - 
bs x. And why vore de? Tbomaſin. And why didt thou 
| vore titeh Spalls to me? throw out ſuch Reproacltes againſt 
| 00, pey the Score vor tha Lecker me? Go, pay the. Score for the 
7 ned gc ort in thy Teen- Liquor that thou hadft fo often in 
Ing Bottle—-— There's 1 A thy Tin Bottle. ee hard | 
Sum-. Reckoning, Quean! 
Ee, mar yo - Witmot:" If the young Gene 
bad e a Hoſtgvod" ed married thee, he 


- Would have been finely off in a 
fort Time. He would-foon have 


k, tha — Muds Subſtance ſquandered. Ne- 
and ehew ere, und Lertheteſd before Folks, thou wilt 
and tear, make 3 as buſtle, and * and work, and la. 


not the 


Wer. - AY 


didſt tell me 
3 tha Rex-buſh, aud then of — — and the Hoys 


ny body Lede i ; but out o De 
ſpare 
. 


Thomeſin. Why, thare's Odds | 


hooſering, muſt — Baby thee— 
Whee wut ſteehoppee, and colty, and 

Doppv, and riggy wr enny Keſſon 
Zoul: Ol vor whiſtering and piſ- 
tering, and hoaling and n 
pr euffing a Tale. 

Wilmot. Ad} tell me o' hob- 
ding and riggings e chell viee to tha 
Kep o tha. 


Thomafin. Oh „ob Mo- 
ther! —Mo-ather - Murder 
Oh! Mo-atherl Her hath a chuck d 
ma wi' tha Chingſtey. —Þ verly 
beleive es ſhall ne'er vet et. 

And nit's don't vet et, looks zee, 
in a Twelvemontk and'a Dey, 
„ Cuzzen Reuter Broom ſhall zee tha 
- Wo treſt up round He thall zee 


1 zwinged, 1 * 


obe. — Or oer, gi ofer = 
Tamxen and thee be olways wother 
egging or veaking, qawing or fneer- 
ing, blazing or recing, kerping or 
ſpeakingeutted, chittering or drow- 
ing vore o Spalls, purting or jJow- 

ering, 
own 0 . * A pip o' tether 
chocklin hing, ripping up 
or toundih ing wone tether, ſti- 
v 
ing, a prill'd: er a muggard, blog- 


ging or glumpin 


48425 elſe," $4 90 $3 
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tile in a f 
8 ry Thing. hoe as 


detween Sing & Tearing wone's - 
els. Wone muſſent olways be a 


rring avchounting, taking folk 


—— bufk- davin 


raaring or ſnap- 
pine; vrom don Y ting to Can- 
e-tee in ehe Ye oh, OR 
-_ 'k 05 ! KEvenjng,—great'C er es 


e ; 85 on 1d $COLDING, 
e n 


bo 1 40 all rye pres while. N 
ey ras r ſees thee; but out |; 
Sight the thou arta mere drone in er 


8 


Tom in. Why there's odds be 
tween Sh—ing and Tearing öne's 
A--e. One muſt not always be 
buſthng, muſt _—_— 
wilt caper, and rom —_— : 
wanton with any . — 2 
Always whiſpering & backbitings 
and railing and predicting ill _—_ 
or zoffiping. | 

Wilmot. - Egad 1 tell me of 4 


wantoning ad romping, Fu fly wy 
thy Cap. 


' Pulls. ber Cap. q 


Thomafin. Oh oh — 
ther | — Mother} Murder! 
Oh! Mother !—She has ſtrangled 
me with the Chin-ftay .I verily” 
believe, I ſhall ne er ſurvive it.. 
And if I do not ſutvive it inaͤ 
twelvemonth and a Day, Coun 
Chriftopher Broom ſnhail ſee these 
Nick! enen Sol 
ai 3 


” —— 


r 
Feten. Labbe, labbe, Sone, Julian. 


Looſen, let 80. Folks, J 
part. Give over, give over: i 
Thomafinand thou art aways _ 
provoking or vextig,” jawing or 
ſaeeriog, defamir.g or king up old - 
Soreg, carping or ſpeakingthurply, . 
tattling or throwing outReproaches, 
folkivg, or jarting, bitwlingortaunt- | 
ing, taking one thing ill or apothar. 
amiſs, hectoring or poutivg, _ 
fang or hon es. each othst, ou 
or ing, flappifg 
puſhing, fretfal or fallen, — 
or gloomy, mocking or ſharing, 
from the time the Candle is put out 
to the Time it is lighted” ie the. 
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Hon d'ye try?) 
Andrew. 
Hoads, thof Kifling be ſcaree. 


= iſpreze. 8 


. — believe well too. 
N. 


moſt a boſt ma Neck. Well, 


n gort while, 


Vrog well tether Day. — Bet zugs ! 


| he'll veel et vor wone while. 
Margery. How, Cozen Anna! 
| Why, es thort you condent a _ 
- £05: 
| - Andrew. Why, toe oll Foro 
-Ubee, man 3—vor es chan't, hire an 
cel Word o' tha, 


Why. why vore about me, good 
æweet now? Of a Ground ha can 
e no Harm by ma. 
Andrew. Well, well, no Mater, 
| #; coucent hire tha a run down, 
and a toilad upon zo, and zet fill 
like a Mumchance, and net ee 
-- -@B vort, 


"I - hang'd to en, cou'd r. ZE 9 me 
=D. gurt —_ * 1 4 


* — * S 931 9 F 
2 * - * N * 
8 8 r 1 . WI >. n 


"2 "AN"EXMOOR. COURTSHIP. ©7755 | 
PERSONS. * 


| ; > 1 „ Farmer | Ola "Nat. Giahaiboihitto Mer gery 


To) Margery enter Andrew. 
x - Andrew. BOW goeth er,Conen 

e, Hoh t: Cozen See, 
Come, let' 3 "take 

Margery. Kifling's plenty enow; 
bet chud zo leefe kiſs the Back. o- 
ma Hond es eber a Man io Challa- 
comb, or yeet in Parracomb.z no Man in Challacomb or in Parra- 

An. Bodont.belcive thre, 
Hemph !—Ok ! tha Margery. Hemp 


Vengeance ont o' tha l— Tha Vengeance ligt upon thee !-Thog 
W =" « cava ma Vearms, avd 'a haſt ſqueezed m Arms; and al- 


bet, vor all, how doſt try, es zey, notwithſtandidgy how do you do, I 
Caen Andra? Es hant a zee d ye ſay, Couſin Anuremif | have oy 


— Why, fath, Cozen Ma- | 
, nort marchantable e'er zince Margery». not Nuite well, ſince I 
es ſcoaſſ a Tack or two wey Rager exchanged a Blow or two with Ro- 


Murgery. "How 1. gs wah 


Margery. Why, bet. and be 


Thomaſin, Siſter to e 

- Margery's' Home. * N * e 9 L # 
9.3 8 ; 54 
: TRANSLATED. | 
dos. —HO * goes ic Couſin 


 Margery/?.in bw 


«Margery. Oh! Couſin andrew 


>” Now ln you. thrive ?? 


Andrew; Come, let. us ſhake 
Hands, though Kiſüng be ſearce. 
© Margery. Kiſſing is plemy, e- 
'noughs but L:zyould as willingly 
kiſs the Back of my Hand as any 


comb, withbut Degradation, 
Andrew. I do not believe that ;% 
yer 1:believecafily-too.- {Kiſſes ber 

hi O! the ver 


moſt broke my 74 eck— Well, nx 


ile. 


ſeen you a great hi tes 
faith, Couſin 


Andrew. Why, 


ger Frogwell the other Day.—Buz; 


en trem'd en and vagg'd en ſo, t at zooks;! I trimmed and fagged him 


ſo, that he*Il.feel it for one while, 
. Margery, How, Couſin Andrew! ) 
hy, . you che 
-have fough t 51 gen 
Audrew. by, nds, all About 
4 Woman; for I cannot hear 
an ill Word againſt the. 
Margery... How! about wed 
Why about me, good. ſweet now? 
ich Reaſon, he can 0. no ill of 


Andrew; Well, ns." 8 Ma er 
1 not hear thee: degrade * 
railed againit ſo, and fit till like a 
2 ool, and not in him 
OT It. A : 


"Margery. Why, what (bang 


gery. 
0 : 2:4 could 2 fay of me, à great 
Hog 
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to zey about en; vor chave better 
Bezeneze in Hond a gurt deal. 


_, ORIGINAL LANGUAGE... -(q - 
— Andrew. Es: begit tha Words 
dow —but ha roilad zo, that es 
coud ent bear et. Bet a dedent loſt 
hes Labour, fat; vor es-toz'd en; 
de lamb.d. en, es lac'd en, thong'd 
en, es draſh; den, es drubb'd en, es 
tanh'd en tothe true Ben, fath;;— 
Bet ſtap Vcham oyore· ma Story 


Tes I. Thee art in pretty Vella! 


Les be, Gar l ibeę caſſeut male a 
pretty. Vella o ma. No, agur * 


ae ys I. vor thiart too ugly to he made 
Ai pretty. Vella, thyt's true, enow; 


Gar l a was woundly mad tboa 
Cbell fry thalejzeys he, r As. gooNs 
tha wut, zes I. up a roze, 
and tot we went Vurxſt a geed 
ma a Whiſter poop under tha Var, 
and vore way a geed ma'a;Vulth.in 
tha Leer. — Ad! thoa es raked 
up, and tuek oa be- tha Collar, and 
0 box'd en, and zlapp'd en, that 
made hes Kep hoppy; and bes 
Yead addle to . 
Margery. Well, es thenk ye, 
Cozen Andra, vor taking wone's 
Peart zo.—Bet cham agett he'll go 
cot a Varrant vor, ye, and take ye 
bevore tha, Cunſabel ; ang than ye 
aney' be bound aver, and; be vorſt 
an gin t Eaier to Zues ; andyhan 
I mp; zudar tha Peace of es, yon 


know. — Es em et better to drenk 


Vriende and make et up ? 
1 Andrews! Go vor a Varranty 
Ad et en, le en go; chell net 
Bender en: Vorabere's Tom Vuzz 
FTantake his cornoral Oath that be 
begun vurſt.——Anvd. if he deth, 
hell ha* as good Varrant vor be, 
us he can for e, dont q aeſſon et: 
Wor the Turncy into Multon 
knowth me, good now, and has had 


'zome 2 weet Pounds o' Vauther be- 


vore ha dy d. And if he's a meend- 


ed to go toL a, es can ſpend Vorty or 


Vifty Shill:ngs as well's he. And 


' zo let en go, & whipe what a.zets 
upon a*' Zendeys wey hes Varrant. 


get hang en, let's ha nort more 


PLACE £ , LIDO 


»e ). * = 1 TRANSLATED.* 5 
Andrew. I. torgot tue Words * 
now: but he railed ſo, IL. could 


7 79 


not endure it - But he did not oſe 
his Labour, faith, for I huſtled 
him, I beat him. I laced him, I 
flogged him, I threſhed nm, l drub- 
bed him, LE thumped him to the 


purpoſe, faith I But ſtop, I have 


not begun my . Story : Says I. 


+ 3 <7 


Tou, thou art a pretty Fellow | Says 
be, Egad/;. thou canſi not make a 
pretiy Feliou of me No, egad | 
ſays la fur thou rt ioo ugly tobe nade 
a pretty Fellow, that's true enough. 
pad { he was highly provoked taen 
[Ul try that, ſays he.—As ſoon. as - 
tboꝝ ꝛuilt, ſays I.—S0 up he aroſe, 
aud at it we went.—Firſt he gave 
me a Box on the Ear, & forthwith 
he gave me à Blow in the Flank, 
—Egad! then Larouſed, and ſeize 
ed him by the Collar, and ſo boxed 
him, and flapped him, that I made 
his Cap hop, and his 'Hrad addle. 
- Margery. Well, I thank you,Cons 
fin Andrew, for taking my Part ſo. 
hut I am afraid hell go for 4 
Warrant for;yqu,:and take you be- 
fore the Conſtable; & theu you ma 
be hound over & be forced to go to 
Exeter at the Aſſizes ; and then he 
may ſwear the Peace of us, you 
know, —ls it not better to drink 
and be Friends, and make it up? 


Andrew. Go for a, Warrant! 
Rgad ! let him, let him go; I'll rot 


-hinder him. For there is Tom Furæe 
can take his corporal Oath, that h 
began firſt- Aud if he dath, IH have 
as good a Warrant for him, as he can 
for me, do not doubt it: For the At- 
torney at Moulton knows me. good * 
now, & has had ſome ſweet Pounds 
of Father before he died, Aud if 
he has a Mind to 70 to Law, I caa 
ſpend forty or fifty Shillings, a 
well as he. And ſo lex nim go, 
and whipe what he fits upon on - 
Sundays with bis Warrant. — But 
hang him, let us have nothing more * 
to ſay about bim; for 1 have bettet 
-Buſigeſs iv Hand a great deal. 


1 ail VS 
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'.FVrogwell tether Day.—Bet zuge! ger W the other Day. Hutz 
el rrem'd en and vagg' d en ſo, t it Zooke! trimmed and fagged him 


5 P eber you condent, a Yott Why-- thought rau a 57 
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——5 — ref WW Vedi. Eiidaiioihirto Merger 
e Vagwell > bis Swiethaart, Thomaſin, Siſter to Margerye 3 


5 12015 ernk are, Heme, nee 
$157 Fer To) Margery ur Andre. 18 4.6/4 4 phe 
ORIGINAL LANGUAGE. . 590 TRANSLATED. i 
x 1 e, ROW goeth et, Corea eee —HOW:goes ic Couſin 

© 440934 Bt, ann die Murgery? $W,% oy | 93] 313 ve 59 
— argery.. Hob Cozen Andra Margery. Oh . Andrew 

ber dhe ty AV A ua et] don 00 vou thriet 2... 6 i453 
Andrew. „ eee abe — 2 Come, let 20 ſhake 
Manor thof Kiſſing be ſcarce. Hands, though Kiſſing be ſearce...; 
- Margery. Kifüng's plenty enow; Margery. Kiſſing is plenty e- 
bet chud zo leefe kifs the Back. o- 'nopghs but L:vould as willingly 
ma Hond es eber a Man io Challa- - kiſs the Back of my Hand as.any 
comb, or yeet in Parracomb ; no Man in Challacomb or in Parra- 


| Diſpreze. OO - 0-444, comb, withbur Degradation. 
- Andrew. E. dont beleive thate, — Andrew. 1 do not believe that; * 
ver es believe well too. yet I believe easily too. Kiſſes ber 


"Mar, Hemph !—Ohb ! tha Margery.- Hemph d. O the very 
. Vengeance ont o hal- Tha — light upon thee l- Thea 
aſt a creem d ma Vearms, avd 'a haſt ſqueezed Arms; and al- 
moſt a boſt ma Neck. Well, moſt broke my Nea Well, ug; 
bet, vor all, how doſt try, es zey, - notwithſtandidg tow do you do, I 

Haben, Audra? Es. hant a zee'd ye ſay, Couſin Anfrew?: l have not 
„ gurt while. ſeen you a great hie. 
Andrew. Why, fath, Cozen Ma- Andrew. Why, faith, Coufin 
Bop: , nort marchantable, eber zince | Margery, nat Nuite well, ſince I 
er ic oaſt a Tack or two wey Sager exchanged a Blow or two wich Ro- 


LL Accu . gy res yy 


he'll veel et vor one while. ſo, that he? feel it for one , 
:Margery.: How, Cozen Andre! Margery. Haw, Couin Andrew! 


fou T — WA 
ndr 0. See >. all N 


Andrew. Why, lie oll about 


FE thee, mun Lor es chan t. hire an lee, Woman for I cannot hear 
3 el Word o tha, a2 n ill Word againſt the. 


Margery: - "How 1, about mel Margery. Hoy about, me 


8 by. why vore about me, good Why about me, good. ſweet now? 
meet now? Of a Ground ha can omg Weather can ſay no ill of 


Hey! no Harm by ma. Ae, eee 
Andrew. Well; well, no Mater, tara ith as 3 
e 


5 ; coudent hire tha a run down, * not hear thee degrad 


and s ioilad upon zo, and zet fill railed again ſo, and fit ſtill like 4 
like a Mumchance, and net ee dumb Fool, and not ain bim 


en vort. for ii. 
N 3 \ Margery. Why, 3 and be "Margery. Why, "what EY 


7 to en, cou'd ha rey 0 Th 2 a ) ould I. fay of me, a en 
PR P Hog? 


r 
* 


| [Bezeneze in Hond a gurt dea 


—Ardrew.: Es begit tha WVIds 
dow - but ha toilad zo, that es 
cond ent hear et. Bet à dedent loſt 
des Labour, fath; vor es-toz'd en; 
ps.lamb'd-cp, e lac'd en, thong'd 
en, es draſh: den, es drubb'd en, es 
tanh'd en totheſtrue Ben, fath;;— 
Bet ſtap cham oyore : ma Stov 
Zes I. Thee, art relty Vella! 
Les he, Gar! thee caſſeut make a 
Preity Vella oma. No, agar, 
gays I, wor ih uri too ugly to he made 
H prete Vella, tbat's true, enow,; 
Gar } a was woundly mad thoa 
Chell try thateſneys he. As gooNs 
tha wyt,"Zes I. Ze vp a roze, 
and tot we went Vurxſt a geed 
ma a Whiſter poop under tha Var, 
and vore ay a geed ma'a;Volth.in 
tha Leer. — Ad! thoa es raked 
up, and tue oa be+tha Collar, and 
20-box'd en, ad zlapp'd en, tbat 
made hes Kep hoppy, and bes 
Yead addle to eo. 
| Margery. ' Well, es thenk ye, 
Losen Andra, vor taking wonels 
Peart 20. Bet cham ageſt he'll go 
vor-a'V arrant vor, ye, and take ye 
bovore tha, Cunſabel 3 and thag ye 
meh be bound over, aud be vorſt 
ng in Eier to Z es ; andyhan 
Ame zar tha Peace of es, yon 
.know.—Es em et better to dremk 
Minde and make et up? 
Z Andrews! Go vor a Varrant;y 
Au et en, le en go; chell! net 
Bender en: Vordtbert”s Tom Puzz 
Fa take bis cornoral Oath that be 
n vurſt. Aud if he deth, 
* ha* as good Varrant vor be, 
us he can forme, dont q ue ſſon et: 
Wor the Turney into Mulion 
knowth me, good now, and has had 
rome 2 wWeet Pounds o' Vauther be- 
vore ha dy d. And if he's a meend- 
ed to go toLa, es can ſpendVorty or 
Vifty Shillings as well's he. Abd 
20 let en go, & whipe what a zets 
upon a* Zendeys wey hes Varrant. 
Chet hang en, let's ha nort more 
to zey about en; vor chave _ 


i A) 


*" DRIGINAL. LANGUAGE... (oe ). - 


©-= + TRANSLATED: = 
Andrew. + 1 torgot the Words © 
now: but he raited ſo, I; could 
not endu reit - But he did not oſe 
his Labour, faith !. for 1 huſtled ' 
him, I beat him. I laced him, I 
flogged him, I threſhed n:myl drub- 
bedibim, 'E,ghumpsd him to the 

pur poſe, faith I But ſtop, I have 
not begun m))] Story : Says J. 

7 Dou, thou urt a pretty Fellow | Says - 
be, Egad tbou canf{ not male a 
pretty Feliow of me No, egad } 
ſays li for thougrtioouglyiobe made - 
a pretty Fellow, that's true enough. 

gad { he was highly provoked taen 
ll try that, ſays he. As ſoon. as - 

tom wilt, ſays 1 —S0 up he aroſe, 
aud at it we went, Fitſt he gave 
me a Box on the Ear, & forthwith 
he gave me à Blow in the Flank. 
-—Egad! then Larouicd, and ſeize 
ed him by the Collar, and ſo-boxed 
him, and flapped him, that Imade 
his Cap hop, avd his /Hrad addle.. 

- Margery, Well, thank yon, Cou- 
fin Andrew, for taking my Fart ſo. 
— But I am afraid hel go for © 
Warrant foryau, and take you be- 
fore the Conſtable ; & theu you ma 
be, hound over & be forced io go t 
Exeter at the Aſſizes ; and then he + 
way, ſwear. the Peace of us, you 
know, ls it not better to drink 


dad be Friends, aud make it up? 


„ MHndrew. Go for 4 Warrant! 
Rgad! let him, let him go III rot - EP 
hiader him. For there is Tom Furze- 
can take his corporal Qath, that ge 
began firſt- Aud iß he doth, IH have 
as good a Warrant for him, as he can 
for ne, do not doubt it: For the Ai 
torney at Mouton knows me. good * 
y_ has had ſome ſweet Pounds 
of Father before he died, And if 
he has a Mind to go to Law, I can. - 
ſpend forty or 2 Shillings, as 
well as he. And ſo lex nim gos, 
and whipe what he fits upon on + 
Sundays with bis Warrant. —- But 
hang him, let us have nothing moge 
to ſay about bim; for I have bettet 
-Buſigeſs io Hand a great deal. 


9 * 
«ll Las 2 


Andrew. 


Ge "LANGUAGE, 


ite, es zey, a 'grabblj wore's 
etties —Es wont ha mia. Fetties 
"Tk 20; ner es wont be mul- 
lad and -foulad —ta azide ; 
come, gi Oo er. * 

„Lock, boek ! How 


| 3 ittilh we be now] vou werent 


0 ſkittiſt wey Kefter Hoſe 


egood up 


to Daluty Vuxz s Up-zetting.—No, 


oo N. vou erregt fo ſkittiſh ond ner 


eamiſh "ether, —He murt 


: mully and Ouy tell a wos nee | 
2 Itergery. 


Es believe the very 


_ -Dowt's.ia Voke vor leeing. 


- Awirew. Howl zure aud zure, 
Fou'wont deny et, wull ye, whan 


all the Vokea took Noteze o'et. 


-* Margery.” Why, Cozen And ra, 


tes wos the whole Vump o the 


Fg % 


8 
— 


er. 


Be'neze,—Chaw'r ia wey en to 
Haut ce: ad han the Dauvce- was 


cout, thaCroud "7 'd Squeak, ſqueak, 
a 


veak, ſqueak, (as a uxeth to do, 
1 wow) aud a cort ma about the 
ech and woudent be a zed, beta 


 - /would'kiB ma, in ſpite o ma, do 


hat es coud to bender -en.—Fs 
| Eoud à borſt tha Croud in Shivers, 
and tha Croader too, a voul Zlave 
us A wos, and hes Viddleſtick into 
the Bargain. 

* #n. bret. Well, well, es dent 
angry, mus. Ahd 20 let's kiis and 
Vriende — Kiffes ber —— Well, 
det. Cozen Margery, oſi thes while 
vs ha't told tha ma Arrant ;—and 
cha ve an over Arrant to tha, mus. 
LSumpering.] Good 
wert now, whot 2 et? Es 
narl whot Arratit ve vun ba to me. 


f "Me Andrew, Why, vath, chell tell 


tha. Whot zig ivies et ta mence' 
Tha Mater? Tes thes, bones, nolus, 


Wut ha ma! 


' Margery. 
thate? Es OE TIT ns 
dy thate. - 


"Andrew, Why, than, chel tell Andrew. 
_. tha viat and plean. I. know os thee flat and plain. You beer 4 


tn). 
* ee Come, be quite: be lee 


then; nor 


lack-a: 


Ha a 7 Whot's 


Come, be ders 
be quiet, I ſay, grappling one's 
Breaſts. —I will BN have my 
Breaſts grappled fo ; nor will T'bs 
ſqueazed. and rumpled —— Std 


afide ; come give over, 1 
- Andrew. Lack-a-day ! How 
frittiſh we are vow! You were 
not ſo (kittiſh withChriſtopber Hoſe- 
good at Dorothy Furzè Ohriſte — 

— No, ao, ”; were not fo ſki 
ſqueamiſh neither. 
He might — and rumple till 


* Margery.” 1 beuge. the 
4 very 
Devil Tie the Folks for lying. 


Andrew. How ! Surely you 


will not deny it, will ye, whea all 


the Folks took Notice of it? 

i Margery Why, Couſin An- 
drew, this was the whole Aﬀair.— 
| were up with him to dance, and - 
when the Daice was over, the Fid- 
dle cried Squeak, ſqueak, ſqueak, 


Nueal, (as it uſed to do, you know) 


and he would not be gainſaid, but 
he would kiſs me, in ſpite of me, do 
what 1 could to hinder him. 
could have broken the Fiddle in 
Shivers, andthe Fiddler too, a baſe 
Villaia as he was, and his Fiddle» 
Kick into the bargain. - | 


Andrew. Well,well.1 am not ans . 
323 Aud io let us kifs & | 


but Couſi Margery, alt this while 
have not told thee my Errand,aodT{ 
havea —— thee, Woman 
Mar © Simpering.) Good 
2 what Errand is itt? 
wonder what Erraod -you can 
have to me. 
Andrew. 
thee. What ſignifies to mince the 
Matter? Tis this, volts, nolus, 


wilt have me. 
Have me? What's 


M. . 
that? — tell what you mean 


VEE Why, then, I'll tell 


| Why, faith, Tu tell 
woo 


t 
t. 


and he caught me about the Neck, — 


( 
? 
| 
1 
1 
1 
ö 
{ 


E eres ene 


1 


＋ 


e wy ' 


et. LANCUAGE. 

tes Van ſtated : But cham to chonge 
Live for diee Yallow-beels. And 
than there's tha,Lant up to Parra- 


— 


comb Town: And whan es be to 


Parracomb, es muſt ha' wane that 


es can treſt to look arter tha gerred- 
teal'd Meazels, and to zar tha Ilt 
and tha Barra, and melk tha Kee 
to Cballacomb, and to look arter 
tha Thengs o' tha Houze. 

Margery. O Vatjuice! Why, 
Cozen Andra, a good ſteady Zar- 
rant can do oll thes. 


Andrew. Po, po, po ! chell treſt 


no Zarrants, And more an zo, 
than they'll zey by me, as they ded 
by Gaffer Hill tether Day : They 


made two Beds and ded g into wone. 


Nu, no, es bant zo mad nether, 
— Well, bet, look, deſt zee, Co- 
zen Margery; zo-vur vore es tha 


k wut ha” ma, chell put thy Live 


*pon Parracomb- Dowo. Tes wor 
twonty Nobles a Year and a Puſs 


to put men in. 


{argery. O vile! whot, marry ? 
—No, chant ha' tha beſt Man in 


.( 7) 2 TRANS L * 
tis full ſtated: hut I ain to clings © : 


— — — —̃ ¶ͤ ö 


LATED. . N 


a Life for three Guineas. And 
then there is the Land at Parra 
comb Town; And when I am at 
Parracomb, 1 muſt have one that 1 
can truſt to look after the Hogs, 


and to attend the Sows and the 


Barrow Pigs, and milk the Cows' 
at Challacomb, and to look after 
the Houſhould Affairs. 
Margery. O Vexjuice! 
Couſin. Andrew, a good ſteady Ser- 
vant can do all this. 
Andrew. Poh, poh, poh! In 


truſt no Servants— And moreover, 


then they'll ſay by me, as they did 
by Gaffer Hill the other Day: 
They made two Beds, and did go 
into one.—— No, no, I am not fo 
mad neither. Well, but mark 
me, Couſin Margery; wg condi= 
tion that you will have me, I'll put 
thy Life upon Parracomb Down. 
Tis worth Twenty Nobles.a Year 
and a Purſe to put them in. 
Margery. O vile! what marry ? 
No, I'll not have the beſt Man in 


Challacomb, noryeet in Parracomb,* Challacomb, noryet in Parracomb. 


Na, chell, ne'er marry, vor ort's 
know. No, no; they zey thare be 
more a marry 'd aready than can 
boil tha Crock o' Zindeys "— 
,no Cozen Andra; es coud amorſt 


> # zwear chudent ha' tha beſt Square 


_ C0 WO TOY Wy 


. oll Ingland. But come; prey, 

Cozen Andra,. zet down g lit. Es 
muſt g* up in Chamber, and ſpeak, 
aWord or two wey Zeſter Tamzin. 
Hare s daring up of old Blonkets, 
and rearting tha Peels, and ſnap- 
ping o' Vleas.— Es ell come agen 
prezently. 


Andrew. Well, do than; bet 
e-an time | 
chell read o'er the new Ballet chave 


New Ballet! 10 good 
let's hear you fing it? 


make Haſte dye zee. 


in ma Pocket., 


Margery. 
now, let's hire ye zing et. up. 
Andrew. Zing No, no; tes 


rio zinging Ballet, mun; bu tes 4 


dly one good now. 
een Why, whot's 't about 


Nay, I ſhall never marry, for aught 


I know. No, no: they jay there 
are more married already than can 
boil the Pot on Sundays. No, 
no, Couſin Andrew ; I could almoſt 
ſwear I would not have the beſt 
Squire in all Eugland.— But 
come; pray, Couſin Andrew, ſit 
down awhile. I myſt go up in the 
Chamber and ſpeak a Word ot two 
with Siſter Thomaſin, She is mend- 
ing old Blankets, and righting-the 
Pillows, and crackiny the Fleas. 
I'll come again preſently. 

Andrew. Well, do then; but 
make haſte, d'ye ſee. — Meanwhile 
F'll read over the new Ballad have. 
in-my Pocket, 

Margery. . New Ballad! Pray, 


Andrew. Sing: No, no; 
it's. no Singing-Ballad,  Womanz, | 
but tis a godly one. x 

Margery. _ Why, what is i 
about then? 


eee 
+? 


LANGYL 
e row... . Why, tes about a Boy 
that kill'd hes Vauther! and how 
* hes VYauther went agen, in Shape 
_ ofagurt Fi Theng, wey a eloyen 
Veet, Pa Vlaſhes o' Vire, and 
' toubled. the. Houze zo, that tha 
Vasco, - tha, Whit-Witch, 
Wos vorſt to lay en in the Red-Zea; 
- and how the Boy repented, and 
Went diſtracted, and wos taken up, 
and wos hang d vor't, and zung 
Sams, and id ped hes Praers. 'T wall 
do your Heart good to hire et, and 
ee cry like enny Theng,— 
[There's tha Picture o en top, and 
| 2a Parſon, and the Dow], and tha 
. ; Ebot, and tha Gallows. - 


* Margery. - Beteset trueybezure! a”. 


Andrew. True? Ola! Les, yes; 
” es olways look tg thate. Look zee, 
er here in Prent—Liffer' d accord-. 
to Qrder,--That'solweys prent- 
Lon whot's true, mun.—Es took 
to zee thate whan es bart en. 

argery. Well. well, read et; 


* Meg Tx On! Zeſter Tamzen ! 
pad lee es a come along, and yath 
Ind trath hath a put vore tha Queſ- 
un to ma: i verly be- 
ve tha Baues wull $1 in next 


we es tell en Marry aketha I and 

|-en-downreert es chant ma a þ 

a be Man in Sberwill Hunder 
bet deft tha hire ma, Zeſter —— 
Fangen; Font ye be a Labb o' tha 
"Fongye ie wha! cham à going to 
_*T6y; and than © ell tell tha zome- 


net aboo TwWo and Twonty.;—a 

1 and à vitty Vella vor 

nny. keendeft TN | 

know ft Van Hg 
a: 

; Tek 9 ee 7 n p Cole 


es reckon” da 


2 * 
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Lode oll es ho! vor. 


| am 
: | thing Tho. * cham amorſt 
ure, wull gi in ether a Zindey ar 


Zindexezenneert to vurdeſt. Es 


bee 
1 Es a zooterly 


CANSL: J, 


Father's Ghoſt appeared in Shape 
of a great Evil Being, with a clo- 
ven Foot, and Flaſhes of Fire, and 
troubled the Houſe ſo, that the 
What-d'ye-call-bim, the White- 
Witch, was obliged ta lay him in 
the Red Sea; and how the Boy re- 
pented, and ran diſtracted, aud was 
prehended, and was hanged for 
it and ſun 
Prayers, 
- good to der it, and 
rarely. There's the Picture of him 
tao, and the Parſon, and the Devil, 
and the Ghoſt, and the Gallows. 
Margery. But is it true, ſurely 2 
Andrem. True? O Lack! Yes, 
ves; I always lock to that. See, tis 
here in Print. Licenſed according 
to Order. —That' 8 * printed 
on what is true, Woman. I took 
care to ſee that before I bought it. 
Margery. Well, well, read = 


8 W 8 up to Leſter, and I'll go up to Siſter | 
: r 
: 5 S8  SCENE—The Chamber. 


To Thomaſin 5 Margery. 


Margery. on! SiſterTbo n! 
Egad! be! is come, and Wer 


troth hath put the Queſtion to me 


already.;-—I verily believe the 
Baons will be publiſhed next Sun- 


day—'Tis all I hope for. But I 


tell bim Marry, bat and tell 
him dom u right, I Thall not mar 
the beſt Man in Sherwe{! Huadr ed. 


ut, doſt thou hear me, Siſter | 
T, N do not be a Blab in what 
Et ſay, and then Viltell 
Banns, 1 


my Jving': -The B 
wan r in will be publiſh- 


above Two and Twenty; —a ſpe- 


dial Fellow and a handy Fellow for 


any Sort of Buſineſs. Thou 
knoweſt Foe Heſegood is accoutted 
a dexterous F a Pob+ he is 
lubberly Fellow to GOES hh. 


dn a0 . 


8 * 4 . 


„ 2 : * 
ps 


0 9 
rr 
1 Sc. 


hy nl W hy, 1t is about a Boy a 
that killed his Father; and how his 


Pſalms, and ſaid his 
will do your Beat. 
Uſe. you er 


aaa on Sund ay, or Sunday 
-ſe'nnight at fartheſt. He is not 


19 


( om 
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Tbomqſin. Go, ya wicked Coun= Thomajin. Go vou wickedConmn 


- terveit ! why deſt lee zo agenſt thy 


Meend; and whan ha put vore tha 
Queſſon, tell en tha wudſent marry? 
—-Bezides, zo vur as tha know'ſt, 


ha murt take Pip o', and meach off, 


and come no more anearſt tna. 


Margery. Go ya Alkitotle! ya 
gurt vooleſh Trapes ! Deſt thee 


- thenk a beleev'd ma, whan es zed 


chudent marry ? Es es net zozart- 
a-baked nether. Vor why? Es 


wudent be too vurward nether; 


vor then ee murt dra back. 


No, no; vor oll whot'szed, es hope 
tha Baues wull go in, es zey, next 


Ziudey. And vath, nif's de vall 


* 


"0 


— 


y 


over the Deſk, 'twont thir ma, ner 


yeet borſt ma Bones, — Bet nif 


hey do'nt g' in by Zindey-zen- 
neert, chell tell tha, in ſhort Com- 
Panys es chell borſt ma Heart. 
et es muſt go down to en; vor 
he's by es zel oll thees while. 


8 FE * . 


terfeit t why didſt fo belie thy 'Ins 
clinations ; and when he pat tes 
Queſtion, tell him thou wouldſt not 
marry ?—Beſides, for aught 55 
know, he might take it Ill, and fliþ 


pff, and come no mbre near thee. 


_ Margery: Go, you footifh Elf! 
vou great filly Trapes ! Doſt thu 
think he believ'd me when Ifnd 1 
ſhould not marry ? He is not undiſ⸗ 
cerning neither. For why ?1woul 
not be too forward neither; for then 
he might draw back, —=No, no, 
notwithſtanding what I ſaid, I hope 
the Banns will be publiſhed, 1 fay, 
next Sunday. And faith, If my 
Names proclaimed from the Deſk, 
"twill not frighten me, nor break 
my Bönes.— But if they are-not - 
publiſhed by Sunday ſe'nnight, I 
confeſs, between ourſelves; 1 ſhall. 


break my Heart. But I muſt ge 


down to him; 


for he is alone all - 
this time. NE Eve ane oy 


83 ; 105 22 — — a 838 - a a ' 9 . R | 8 
SCENE —— The Ground Room again 


To Andrew enter Margery. 


Andrew WELL, Cozen Mar- 
gery, cham glad you're come agen: 

or thes Ballet es 20 very good, 
that et makes wone's Heart trou- 
bled to read et. 
Margery. Why, put et up than, 


while es git a Putcher o' Cyder, 


Wull ye eat a Crouſt o' Brid an 


Cheeze, Cozen Andra ? 


Andrew. No, es thank ee, Co- 


zen Magery ; vor es eat a Crub as 


zen Magery, what Onſer deſt gi“ 
ma to the Queſſon es put vore now 
reert. | 


es come along; bezides, es went to 
Dinnei jeſt avore. Well, bet, Co- 


MMargery. What Queſſon was et? 
Andrew. Why, zure, ya bant 20 


- 


vorgetvul, Why, tha Queſſon es. 
Wk . tion! put alittle while fince, 


put a little rather. 


| © Margery, Es dont know what 
25 Sele ye me · an; es begit whot 


uelſdn Wos. 


Re " 
* o 
_— - 


— N 
* 1 
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Andrew. WELL, Couſn Mars 
gery, I am glad you are returned: 
for this Ballad is ſo very good, that 
. make one's Heart ache to read 
t. 3 11 3 
Margery. Why, put it up then 
while ot a Pneler of Cyder, 
Will you eat a Cruſt of Bread and 
Cheeſe, Coufin Andre. 
Andrew. No, I thank you, Oon 
fin Margery ; for I eat a Cruft as ! | 
came along; beſides, Ive juſt dix 
red. —Well, but, Conde dee, 
what Anſwer doft give me to the 
Queſtion 1 put jult now) 


| Margery. WhatQueſtion was it) 
Andrew. | Why, ſurely you ars 
not ſo forgetful, Why, the Queſs -- 


. Margety. I know not whit 
ueſtion you mean; 1 forget what 
neſtiod it Was. 


2 
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n 
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"ORIGINAL LANGUAGE. - 
Andrew. Why, to tell tha vlat 
| "a plahe agen, twos thes: Wut ba 
ma, ay or no? 

Margery. Whot! marry to Ear- 


A : teen Es gee tha zame Onſer es 


d avore, Es wudent marry the 
eſt Man in oll Ingland. Es cud 
3 zwear chud ne er marry at 
9. And more and zo, Coze 
And ra, cham told ya Compare 


wey Tamzen Hoſeg ood, theck gurt 


banging, thanging, muxy Draw- 
breech; a daggle-teal'd Jade; a 
zower-zop'd, yerring, chockling, 


Traſh, = buzzom-cbuck'd haggag- 


I g, Meyle, a gurt Fuſtilug. Hare'as 
Trub! And nif keep har Company, 
Ha no more to zey to tha, 


eos. Ay, thes es Fo Hoſe- 


good s Flim-flam.—Oh, tha very 


Vengance out o'n. 


Margery. No, no; tes none of 


0 Fo Hoſt ood's Flim-flam ; bet zo 
a *, dw tha Country goth. | 
Andrew. Ah, bet twos Fo Hoſe- 
rood's 20 ting vore in tha vurſt 
lace, Ha wull- lee a Rope up- 
reert — Whan a hath took 2 


Shord, and a paddled, ha wull tell 


il, tell Dildrams, and roily upon 
eſſon Soul. —Ad! nif es come a- 


2 thert en, chell gi ena Lick;—chell 


Iy en o'er tha Years :—chell plim 


en, chell toze en, chell cotton en, 


cChell thong en, chell tann en; 
3h chell gee en a Strat in the Chups; , 


Tccchell vag.en, chell trem en, chell 


draſh en, chell curry hes Coat vor 
en ;—chell drub en, chell make hes 


+ Kep hoppy.—Ad!. chell gee en 


- Zutch a- Zwop !—chell gee en a 
Whappet, and a Wherret, and a 


© Whiſterpoop to :—Ad ! chell baſte 


A =o 76 25 np true Ben. 


rgery. Lock, lock, Jock! Co- 


| . An ra! Vor why. vore be ye in 


zitch a vuſtin Vume ?— Why, es 


| dont zey twos Fo Hoſegood zed 20, 
bet only zo tha Crime o tha Coun- 

. try goth... 
n Andrew. Well, well, Cozen Ma- 


'P gery, be. thow 2 What caree I? 


tao ) TRANSLATED. 


Andrew. Why, to tell thee gat 
and plain again, twas this: Wilt 
bave me or no EK 

Margery. What! marry at Eigh - 
teen *—1 give the ſame Anfwer 1 
gave before, I would not marry the 
beſt Man'in all Eng/and. I could 
almoſt ſwear I ſhall never marry at 
all. And moreover, Couſin An- 
drew, I am told you keep Company 
with Thomaſin Hoſeg ood, that great 


bouncing, unwelldy, dirty Sloven'; 


a draggle-tail'd Jade; a ſour-tem- 
pered, yelling, ſcolding Slut, a blub- 
ber-cheek'd llatternly Mule, a great 
raw-bon'd Animal. She's a Trol- 
lop: And if you keep her Compa- 


jt ny, I'll have no more to ſay to the. 
Andrew. Ay, this is Joe Hoſs- „ 


ood' Invention. —Oh, Vengeance 
ake him! 
Margery. 


No, no; "tia not Foe 


. Hoſegood's Invention; but ſuch is 
the common Report. 


Andrew. Ah, but twas Foe 


Hoſegood's ſetting forth at firſt.” He J 1 


will lie a Rope upright.— When 
he has taken a Cup, & got fuddled, 
he will talk Nonſenſe, unaccounta- 
ble Tales, and rail at any Chriſtian 
0 And if I come athwart him 
IIt give him a e ; I'll box 
his Ears ;—1'll thump him; I'll tuſ- 
fel him, III cotton- hich, 1 I'll whi p | 
him, I'll tan him ;—1'll give him a 
Slap on the Cheek ;—T'll fag him, 
I'll trim him; I'll threſh him; I'll 
curry his Hide for him ;—I'll drub 
him; I'll make his Cap hop —Egad! 
Tl give him ſuch a Bounce!!—1'll 
give him a Slap and a Cuff, and a 
Box on the Ear too :—Egad! II 
baſte him to the purpoſe. 
{Speaks in a great Paſton. 
Marge Lack- a-day! Couſin 
Andrew! 51 Wherefore are you in ſuch 
a violent Heat ? Why I do not ſay 
twas Joe Hoſegood ſaid ſo; but 
only that ſuch WAS the Report of 


the Country. 


Andrew: Well, wall, Couſin 


Margery, be it as it may, what care 


n e 9 W0! \ [1 MY, 
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be jealous avore they be marrid, 20 


. they« may arter,—Zo Good-buy, 
Cozen Magery. Chell net trouble 
ye agen vor wone while chell 
warndy 


Margery. coaling after bim. 


Bet heaiky, hearky a Bit, Cozen 
Andra! Es wudent ha ye go awey 


angry nether. Zure and zure you 


wont deny to zee me drenk? Why 


7 hant a taſted our Cyder yet. 


Audrew returns.) Come, Cozen 
Andra, here's t'ye. 


Andrew. Na, vor that Matter. 


es owe no IIl-will to enny Keſſon, 
net I. —Bet es wont drenk nether, 
Ras: ya vurſt kiſs and Vriends. 


LKiſſes ber. 
' Margery. Ya wont be a 26d. 
C He drinks.]—Well, bet hearky, 


 Cozen Andra; wont ye g up and 


zee Grammer avore ye gup to 
Challacomb ?—Tes bet jeſt over 
tha Paddick, and along tha Park. 


Andrew. 


do hare tare along ? 

_ Margery. Rub along, d ye zeyꝰ 
a—Oh ! Grammer's wor Vower 
Hundred Pounds, reckon tha 
- Goods indoor and out a door. 


Andrew. Cham glad to hire et; 


vor es olways thort her to ha be 

bare Buckle and Thongs. 
Margery Oh! no, mun; hare's 

mearty well to pals, and maketh v 


| gurt Account o' me, good now. 


Andrew. Cham glad to hire o 
Mey be hare mey gee 
thee- a good Stub. Come, let's 


Zender than, \ 


SCENE 


Andrew, 
Den, Ont Nel. Well, 


1 eye Cozen Magery.— Nit Voakin . 


Es earent much nif's 
do go zee old Ont Nell. And how 


_. TRANSLATEDg*) - 

be with ye, Couſin Rane oft. 
Folks are jealous before marriage, . 
ſo they may be after, —So God be 


with ye, Couſin Margery, VII not 


trouble you again for one while, 
I'll warrant ye. 

Margery. (Calling after bi m. 1 
But hearken, hearken, awhile Cou- 
lia Andrew ! I would not have you 
go away angry neither. Sure, you 
will not refuſe to pledge me? 
Why you have not taſted our Cy- 
der yet. Andr eu returns} Come; 
Couſin Andrew, here's t ye. 

Andrew, Nay, for that Matter, 
I owe no Illwill to any Chriſtian, - 


not I.— But L. will not drink, uei- 


kiſs and be 
[Kiſſes ber. 


ther, except we firſt 
Friends. 
Margery. 
gainſaid. He drinks J 
but hearkea Couſin Andrew; wont 
you go up and ſee Grandmother . 


before you go to Challacomb F== -- 


Tis but juſt over the Paddock, and 
along the Park. _ 
Andrew, I care not much, if 1 
do go and ſee old Aunt Nell. my. 
And how does ſhe rub 5 * 
Margery. Rub along, d % 
— Ohl! Grandmother is worth Four 
hundred Pounds, reckoning all the 
Goods within Door and without. 
Andrew. I am glad to hear E; 
for 1 always thought her poor. 


Margery. 

ery well to do, and makes great” 
Account of me. 

Andrew. I'm glad to hear of 
that too. Perhaps ſhe may give 
thee a good BUD or Oy let us 
g0 18 then. 


Old S Nell's. 
To ber enter Andrew and Margery. 


GOOD Den, good 


Andrew, GOOD Hendon: od. 7 
how Evening, Aunt Nell, 


Well, nor 


d' ye try How goth et . ye do you thrive ?—How goes it with 


1 © Ol Nell. Why, vath, Cozen 
1 Andra, pritty rity, hot $ a, 


ou ? 
Old Nell. Why, faith, Couſin - 
And Few, pretty "_ to whacIwere, | 


You. will not be 
* 


s > 
* 2 = 


Oh! no, Man ; ſhe's | 


21... 
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Chad a Glam or two about ma. 
bad u Crick in ma Back and in 


in wone o ma Yearms, Tho come 
0 4 Heartgun. Voreway ſttuck 
out and come to a Barngun, Than 

. wey vell in upon ma bones, and 
-- "come to a Bonefhave.—— Zet e'er 
'2ehz rhe QIAFulian Vrinkle bleſſed 


Some to thy meat-liſt agen. — 
Wel bet ay, Cozen Andra ; 
Fs hire ya lick alitabout maCozen 
Maery; ay, and have ſmelled a- 


bolt her a pretty while. Chawra 


told that ye fimmet'd upon wone 


tether up to Grace Vrogvill's Bed 
Klee. Well, Couzen Andra, twull 


dd vary well vor both. No matter 

How 200m. Cham oll vore, and 20 
Char 20 zoon's es hit'd o' et.— 
Hlare's net as 2ome Giglets, zome 
Preüking See pe be, oll 
Vor Qamboyling, 


* Hopping, d Giggleting ; bet a 
Tyrant Maid vor Work, and tha 


4 „ wo r + St Ep | 
| _ Margety. CS Hy afide to ber. 
Thenk ee thenke ye 


comatft on tha Stones o Moulton, 


> hoold borſt ma Heart. LA 
© "Joud:] Good Grammer, do'nt tell 
me of marrying.—Chave a told 
| _Cotzen Andra ma Meend aready, 


met chell ne ' er marry vor ort es 


_—_— 
*- Old Nell. Stap hether, Cozen 
| -  Mapery, a lit, and terp theſe Chee- 
fen. Pretendedly private to ber. 


7 © Go, ya Alkitotle, why deſt-zey 20, 


tha wert ne'er marry? Tha wutten 
ba tha leek; a comely ſprey vitty 
Vella vor enny keendeſt 
Come, nif tha wut lia en, chell gee 
- _ thaa good Stub.— There's net a 


ppreyer Vella in Challacomb. 


— 


+ 
1 


en. Bet, Granimer, wal 
dee good 's je'zey, nif zo be 
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wma Niddick. Thoa chur a laitips's N 
cotnetoan Alternbatch z and vore 


Pore, tes pritty vitty; and cham 


umping, Stee- 


., - Lewarlieft and vittieſt Wench that 


keendly—And nif es ſhudent ha'enh 


marry ? Thou wilt not have the 
Theng. 


-.. a good Sum.—PFhere is nota more 


I had a Sore or 'two. about me. 
I had a Paiu in my Back and in mv | - { 
eck. Then I were lame in one of 
my Arms. Then it came to a Pain 
about the Heart. Forthwith it 
broke out in fiery Pimples. Then 


it came to a Boil ; and forthwith it * 
fell in upon my Bones, and came © 
to the Rheumatiſn.—— But ever 12 
fince the Old Fulizn Wrinkle made a 4 
Charm for it, tis tolerable ; and 1 * 
am come to my Appetite again. — lv 
Welt vut hearken, Couſin drew: 
J hear that you have a liking to- 2 
wards my Couſin Margery; ay, and b 
have courted her fome time. I was FF © 
told that ye ſimpered upon each 
other when ät Grace Frogwell's > | 4 
drinking Groaning-Ale—— Well, 4 
Coufindndrew, it will do very well 
for both. No matter how ſoon. [ 
am all for it, and ſo 1 was as ſoon 

as 1 heard of it.— She is not like 
ſome Giglets, ſome prinkipg, minc- 

ing Things; all for Gambolitigg,, [ 


Romping, Capering, and Wanton N 
ing; but an active Maid for Work 
and the moſt careful and decent in 
Wench in the Neighbourhood of | 
oulton, a to any. 


Margery. [Softly afide to hank 


Thank you, Grandmother, thank | 
you Kiadly.—And if I ſhould not | 

have him, I ſhould break my Heart. 
Aloud.) Good Grandmother, do 
not tell me of marrying.—I have 

told Couſin Andiew my Mind al- 
rea1y, that I ſhall never marry fot 

aught I Knop. 

Old Nell. Step hither, Couſin 
Margery, awhile, and turn theſe. 
Cheeſes. . Pretendedly private dg 
ber.” —Go, you ſilly Fir, why diaft 

tell him ſo, thou wouldſt never 


like a comely, ſprightly, clever 
fellow for any Thing. Come, if 
thou wilt have him, 1'l] give thes 


ſprightly Fellow in-Cbatlgcomb. - | 
- Margery.. ButGrandmother,wll - |. 
you be as good as your Werd it f0Þ-... 


7 


| vor yoar Zake. put Wee = 
| let en lick. a hit abont ma? | 
Qld Nell. Ay, es tel tha. 
| LAfde.]—Cham' ageſt hare'll, gra 
en ioto a Promiſh. wone Dey or 
wotber. 
Andrew. Well ,OntNel!, es 'bired- 
whot ya zed, asd es thank ye toa. 
hut now chave a zeed ye, tes 20 
good chad a eat ye, as they uze 10 
Ley, Es muſt go home now as vaſt 
a can. Cozen Margery, Mont 
ye go wey ma a lit Wey. 
Margery. May be es mey go up 
end ace Ont Mare man, and may 
Hoes hast · [Exeunt. 


4 zel tO *your $ Sake, 1 force "myſelf ta te- 
Cceeire his Courtſhip? 


Qld Nell. Ay, I tell hee, · 


thank you 2 


Couſin Mar 
' Margery. 'Perhaps 1 may ge up 


and fee Aunt Mareman, ang per- 
haps 1 may not. Fw? 


LExennt. 


* 


8 


i 


* Margery 


nt ex make wiſe.chayr a going 
to Ont Moreman's, and on'y came 
theez Wey. Aſides 
Andi em, [Spying ber. 'Coxen 
Mergery,CozenMargery! tap a lit 
UV hare 20 vad mun ?—{ Sbe Hays) 
EZ, now*es zee ya be as good as 
- yer Word; na, and better: vor 
- tha zedit mey be chell aud me) be 


cbont. 
Margery. Ob, ys take tha Words 
tether 


Moreman. Es zed no more an 20. 
Es go thes Wey var to zee Hare, 
thet es oll. But chudent go zo yur 
to meet enny Man in Cballacomb, 
= Parracomb, ner yeet in oll King 
975 7 Kingdom, bleſs hes Wor- 
Meet tha Men aketha — 

8 be quite, es zey, a cree ming 
a Nody zo, And more an 2a, yer 
Beard precketh illvavourdly. 
T . theſe. $2 urt black Beards 
he good vor. 8-04-0846 10S 


| | Chocks buzzom. 


Andrew. Well, w or” ey, Co- 
ren Mugery? Chell put in tha 
Dee, a Sende bolus nous. 


8 Margery. Then es ae 
. + 2 * N bo * O_ ns 


wir, he 


— . 
— E 
P44 * — ” 


* ne” = 


: 
. 1 
1 * 8 
* 8 „ 12 $ 
* . 4 
by - 


ey. Es zed mey be chell, Words wia 
and. mey be chont, go up and zee Oui ball, and ger 


The open Country. 

Filer Andrew fo{lowed by Margery, 
AD! es! II zee en up 
| to Chatlacomb- Moor Stile. Now 


: Margery. CAD! 10 an 1 | 
as far as Challacomb-Maor Stile. 
Now muſt I pretend I were gee, 


ing to Aunt-Moreman's- and anly.. : 


come this Road. [Ade 1 
Andrew. LS 75 der l 

Marg ery, Cou argery.1 Step 

a little. Where ſe fat pert 


—[Sbe fays,]—$0o, now I ſee 
are as good as. ur Word; m4 
and heiter; for then ſaid? ere, 
Alg, gnd perbaps F hall not. © 
Margery. Oh, you, take the. 
I ſaid Perhaps 1 
is I Gall not go up. 
and ſee Aunt Moreman. I ſaid no- 
thing more. I go this Way te ſee 
Ber that is all. But! ſhaula not o 
ſo far to meet any Man i in Challa-. 5 
comb; nor Parracomb, nor in all 


King George 4 Kipgdom, bleſs his 


Worſhip ! Meet the Man, quotha! | 


—— Hah! be quiet, I ſay, ſqngez - 
ipg a. Body ſo, And moreover, 


Es your Beard pricketh diſagreeably _ 
I wonder what cheſe. great blaek - | 


Beards are good far. "You hate 
made my Cheeks addy. 

Andrew. 
Cooſtn Margery ? Pil put in de. 
Ban s gn Sunday, volus nolus. 

argery. Then IS forbid. 


* 4 ” ; 

— * a Wa? \ . 
Wu 1 * = 

? > » 1+ * 


—¹ am zfraid ſhe will draw ot 5 0 
into a Promiſe one Pay or other. 2 


Andrew, Weil, Aun;NellFheard: - 
what you ſaid, and 
tag. Hut now I have ſeen, ye, tis 
as well as if I had eaten ye, as they 
uſed to fay; I muſt'go bome-ngw 
as faſt as I cap. ery? 

wos t you go with me a title Way, 1 


Well, wher dſt * 2 


7 


e 
* * * "Ss 
1 ? N 


Wr NA. 


* *Xbare.. Es dont theok yod'll take 
20 much Stomach to yer zel as to 
-.  vorbed minavorezo meunyVokes. 


Margery. . Cozen, 


Neart.— EI wiſh ye well to do. 


A * *. 2 * 24 * rr. b 8 ATEY. "L | , 2 | 23 | | 
Andrew. Oh! chell treſt tha vor Andrew. Oh! I'M trust thee for 


- Well, Coz2nMargery,good Neatt 
d ra, good 


= S . VIP 2 8 
4. 0 $ 


NSLA 
that, 1 do not think you'll rake fo* 
muchCourage as to forbid them he- 


fore ſo many Folks. Well, Couſia _ 


Margery, good Night. 
. Margery. Couſin Andrew, good 
Night.,——l wiſh you well. 


; | 5 * "Salt #4 
__ SCENE———— Margery's Home. I. » 70 
I To Thomaſin enter Margery, | Ds, 
" Margery. ZESTER Tamzen, Margery. SISTER Thomaſin, Þ 


| Whare art? Where art, a popeling 
and a'pulching ? Deſt hire ma ? 

. © Thomafin. Lock, lock, lock! 
What's the Matter, Margery, that 
thaleapeſt, and eapereſt, ard zing'ſt 
20 What art tha henteck? 
* Margery. That's nort to no- 
body. Chell whiſtley, and capery, 
and zing, vor oll thee.—-Ber yeet 
avor oll, nif tha wutten be a Labb 

of tha Tongue now, chell tell tha 

-. zomething.—Zart! whiſtery'\— 
Ma Banes g“ in a Zinday, vath, to 
Audra, e kiel Vella in Sberwill 


Honderd. bn” 


Domain. OLa! why thate lo! 


-- gether; vor mine be in and out 
Agen; thof my Man dont yeet tell 
» ma tha Dey. Es marl ha dont 
pointee whot's in tha Meend of en. 

Margery. Chell g* in to Moulton 
Tomarra pritty tapely, to buy 
zome Canveſt vor a new Chonge. 
Domain. Ay, ay, zo do; vor 
tma caſſent tell what may happen 
to tha in thy middle Banes. 


"TRY 

„ P 

= 
” 


 Trapes!—Whot deſt me. an by 
thate ? Es ſcorn tha Words. Ded 
© orthap to thee in hy middle Banes ? 
- Happen aketha! 
_ © Dbomaſin.. Hah ! ay ee 


; OY | pen to 
me in my middle Banes? 


s ſcorn 


et to tha Dert o' ma Shoes, looks 
Tee, ya meneing, kerping Baggage. 
w—=Varcyell. „ 


— 


* * 
* + * oy . $ 4 . 


and loitering ? Doſt hear me? 


5 Now we ſhall be marry*d near to- 


Tomorrow pretty early, tv buys. * 


pen to thee during the publiching 
3 V 83 
Margery, How! ya gurt 


Shoes, you mencing, warping Bags . i 
2.22, gage,——Pparexell. a 


4 


where art? Where 'art hobbliag | 
 Thomaſin. Lack a day! What's 
the Matter, Margery, that thong 
leapeſt, and capereſt, and fingeſt } 
ſo? What art thou frantic? * A 
_ Margery. That's nothing to an 
one. I'll whiſtle and caper, and , } 
ſing, without thy Leave.——But | 


«nevertheleſs, if thou wilt not blab 


now, I'll tell thee ſomething.— 
Softly! whiſper ! My Banng  * 
go in on Sunday, faith, to Andrew, 
the moſt ſpecial Fellow in Sberwell 


Hundred. © 


Tbomaſin. O Lack . why loo . 
there! Now we ſhall be mamied 
nearly together; for mine are in 
and out again; — though my Man 
does not mention the Day. Ion. 
der he does not explain his Mind. 

© Margery, Vil go into Moulton 


4 


* 
«3 


ſome Canvas for a new Shift. 
Thomaſin. Ay, ay, ſo do; for 
thou canſt not tell What may haps 


Margery. How! you reat 
Trapesi-. What doſt mean * | 
I ſcorn thy Words, Did. aug | 
happen to thee during the publi 
ing of thyBanns ? Happen quotha!k 
Tbomaſin. Hah,! Aught happen 
to me during the publiſhing of my 
Banns ? I ſcorn as the Pirt on m 


N 
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